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Around Town. 


Some years ago I was riding through the 
canyons and along the ledges of the mountains 
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it. No matter how black things look make up 
| your mind and stick to it. I am not speaking 
from a moral point of view, but from the 
standpoint of what is temporarily best for a 
of Colorado on the seat cf a big freight wagon, | man or woman when they find themselves in 
drawn by six mules and driven by an old-fash- | a difficult and dangerous position. Mankind 
ioned frontiersman, who was so full of profan- | has sympathy with anyone who is willing to 
ity and philosophy that I cannot forget him. | fight; it admires those who close their teeth 
He was driving the leading teams down one of | tightly and use their last effort to drive intead 
those wrinkles in the brow of the mountain, | of being driven. Any weakness or sign of 
the brakes firmly set and the six big mules | wavering is quickly noticed. Every act of 
holdir g back with all their might, and yet the | courage, even in a bad cause, is more or less 
speed was increasing, and the worst of the de- | admired. If your business is in a bad shape, 
scent was yet tocome. I knew the road well, | use the last ounce of energy that is in you to 
and was looking forward to where a sharp turn | make your team drag it around the curve. If 
around a projecting buttress of rock made it | things are bad socially, or in any way which 
exceedingly dangerous for those who were driv- | concerns you, determine to be master of the 
ing too fast or had lost control of their cattle. | situation till the crash comes, and then have 
Our wagon was overladen, and it was my fault, | Remember, I am looking at 


| nothing to say. 
for I had not taken the teamster’s advice. Be- | this from a purely material and human stand- 
hind us rumbled a score more of heavily- 


| point, and the idea is only valuable as far as it 
‘freighted “schooners,” and my nerves were not | is within its le zitimate sphere. The majority 


made more easy by hearing the clattering of | of troubles which come upon people are the 
hoofsimmediately behind us. I looked back, and | result of somebody getting frightened and 
the twenty wagons were dangerously close to- | jumping out of the wagon. With perfect 
gether. There was not a foot tospare at either | courage and knowledge of the route, it is a 
wheel—on one side the mountain, on the other | queer load that cannot be hauled around the 
a precipice with the tall pines and the cascade | most dangerous curves and past the most 
hundreds of feet beneath. Within forty feet | frightful precipices. Never weaken, my friends, 
of the point of rocks and the sharp curve in | if you are in trouble. There is nothing in it 
the road, crack went the brake, the foot-lever | but condemnation for yourselves, 
flew forward, almost precipitating the driver 
against the mountain side, but in a second 
he was erect, his long quirt cracking | of foreign birth, who takes exception to what she 
like pisto!- shots a the ears of the mules supposes was an unlimited advocacy of realism 
and his voice shrieking out, “Hi there!’ in my last week's article. She says: 
When I heard the brake give way, I almost . 
i z ‘ **T have been reading over your Around Town, and find | 
involuntarily started to my feet as if to jump, the flavor bitter. Co you think that we women can only 
but between the first crack of his whip and the | g4mire ideal works, men of straw, divinely beautiful wo- 
torrent of blasphemy which followed he yelled | men, who have never existed save in the imagination of ro- 
at me, ‘“‘Stick to the wagon.” The mules | 
jumped forward, the wagon lurched like a boat 
in a storm, and we swept around that point of 
rocks in a way which made my heart stand still. 
Then began the up-grade and safety. As I 
looked at the driver, his face gleaming almost 
chalky white through the edges of his scattered 
beard and making the spots of sunburn stand 
like scorched patches on a sheet, he turned to 
me and said a number of things which were not 
complimentary, but which were exceedingly 
profane. The name of his Maker and my folly 
were mingled together in a way which on any 
ordinary occasion I would have resented. Soon | 
he calmed down and proceeded to give me a 
lecture on the text of “Stick to yer team; never 
jump out’n the wagon. If things is a runnin’ | 
you, lick up your mules and run them.” 





* 
* * 


I have received a letter, evidently from a lady 


oe 
** Now, where would ye’v bin if you’d jumped?” 
he demanded, ‘‘ Down there in the canyon with 
th’ top of a tree stickin’ through ye and them 
buzzards flyin’ off with hunks of yer meat. 
That's where yeh'd bin’.’ (Here fill in any exple- 
tives that occur to the imagina‘ion of the 
reader) ‘* There hain’t nuthin’ in jumpin’. 
The only chance ye’v got is to siick to th’ place 
that yer safe in and swear. Don’t try to hang 
back if the brakes is broke. Git up steam and 
keep her agoin’ as long as you kin, and when 
the time comes fer yeh to go over the edge yer 
jist as safe in the wagon as you would be 
a-jumpin’, and mebbe yeh'll git through jist like 
we hev, though if I hadn’t a-hollered you would 
hev jumped, you—” (Again fill in a column of 
ren arks which would convict a man without 
trial vefore the Great White throne or any- 
where else where profanity is prohibited.) 
It was a moment that I shall never | 
forget. It was a lesson which I shall re- | 
member, and a rule (excepting the ‘‘swear” | 
part) by which I shall abide as long |} 
as I live. Never jump out of your own 
wagon. Things may look very dark, surround- 
ings may be dangerous, but as the old teamster 
said, *‘ dang it, you can’t tell what you kin ride 
over.” And I might add to this, it is impossi- 
ble to tell what you can't ride around. People 
begin things and get frightened. They over- | 
load their wagons as I did, and the brakes give | 
way, but at the crisis they have not nerve | 
enovgh to whip uptheir mules, and for the ter- | world around us, put out of hearing the ccarse, rude noises 
rible mcment which is between them and the | of life, and revel in the ideal, if you will have itso. Mon- 
crisis to maintain contro! of their caravan, | Sieur, the little refined touches are so remarkably absent in 
Very few people that I ever knew or heard of ; Canada that it is refreshing to find them in a tale. Of | 
ever found themselves the worse off for having | course, we all know, some of us women only too well, that 
: . - even gentlemen forget their duty to their wives, etc., but, 
stuck to their wagon till the last minute. Of for goodness’ sake, let us not have this commonplace, dreay y | 
course when one knows that the ship is bound | business introduced into everything we take up to read 
to sink, that nothing can save it, and there isa | when we are perhaps hoping to forget ourselves and our 
chance of safety by taking to the boats, he | woes fora time, lo! the ugly monster—realism—crops up 
would be foolish in not doing so, but many and we lay down the page, feeling that it were well, in a 
people have been drowned by deserting the literary sense, to have lived in the days of Clarissa Harlow. 
ship too son. Man was not born to live on | 4», mon Dieu, why did you permit yourself to write this? 
water, but on land, where he belongs, and 


| ‘A woman, God’s noblest and purest creation, ceases to be 
or ‘ an angel to a man when the mystery and sacredaess which 
there it_is always a good rule to stick to the . 
wagon. 


manticists? Not so, I assure you; but the vulgarity of the 
men of some novelists and the men who are around us every 


ill-bied men and women are perfectly real, much too real. | 
When we take upa tale we want to close our eyes to the 


surround her cease to exist.’ The way you put it has made 
| me feel most keenly, because it is a man’s real sentiments; 
| his soul unveiled, in cold and unsympathetic type, so 
bluntly, almost brutally, put. In other things, let me com- 
pliment you op your finesse, monsieur, I cannot on this. I 
want to be humbugged, if by that you mean preserving the 
beauties of life which we gather as we go along. God for- 
bid that women, anyway, should become realists in the 
common acceptation of the word. It will be a bad day for 
meu the day we lose the tender, romantic feelings which so 
lighten and beautify our way through life. Leave us our 
illusions, for amongst them all truly man is the greatest.” 
A letter like this presents better than I 
could the side of the argument against real- 
ism, but I wish to call madam’s attention 
to one very great error that she makes. She 
seems to think that if a man does not con- 
sider a woman an angel the woman has per- 
manently lost something; that her condition 
has been necessarily made more miserable, and 
in fact that a man cannot love a woman unless 
he thinks her an angel. ‘This is not correct, I 
think the world would be better off if the angel- 
woman idea were abandoned. Men are not 
hunting for angel sweethearts and wives, 
| They are not really expecting to find angels 


a 
* * 
A good example of how men lose their heads | 
is furnished iv the recent West end scandal | 
where a prominent church member, after deny- 
ing his guilt, is alleged to have got a friend | 
to settle the matter by the payment of a sum 
of money. At the beginning he seemed pre- | 
pared to fight the thing through and many | 
people believed him innocent, but when the 
wagon got going a little fast he jumped out 
and thought he was safe. What was the re- 
sult ? The settlement did not quiet the scandal, 
but instead, he figuratively broke his own 
neck, was condemned by the church and placed | 
himse!f in a position where he is to be sued 
afresh for ‘damages. If the man had fought 
the thing through he could not have been 
worse off than be is to-day and he might have 
succeeded in making people believe that he is 
innocent. If he had acknowledged his fault 
at the beginning he might have worried 
throuzh his trouble, but he put his hand to 
the plough and then looked back. Never do 





THE Loser 


** Methodists 


before 
>i > veri . j i ; > 7 ‘ . o : 
day is cverpowering, crushing us with their rudeness. Both | Pharisee of the Pharisees. 
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and in ninety-nine cases out of a hundred when | 


they are talking ‘‘angel” they are wondering 
whether the woman will keep the buttons 
sewed on their shirts and a decent din- 
ner on the table. Angels are unfitted for 
this sublunary climate, they are particu- 
larly unfitted to be the companions of 
men. If there is an argument against 
romanticism it applies more strongly to 


this angel notion than to any other absurd. | 


ity that I could mention. Men want com- 
panions. Angels, as I have said before, are not 
fit companions for men, but women are, if they 
are properly educated, and do not insist upon 
being regarding as ethereal beings. Our life 
in Canada may lack many of the refined super- 
ficialities which make the European cities so 
charming, but we have here as much as in any 
land on earth men whocan love women, and 
are anxious to be kind to them, men who can 
be modelled by womanly hands, but who can 
be as readily spoiled by the nonsense ofa female 
who has been persuaded by her lover’s fervor 
that she is just a little too nice for this earth. 
os 

When Saul of Tarsus took more pride in 
being of the strictest sect of the Pharisees than 
in being a Christian and a good citizen it was 
his delight to persecute those whose ideas were 
more enlightened, whose natures were wider 
than his own; and in modern times in every 
church one can find many who live and obtain 
prominence by the narrowness of their sectar- 
ianism and the rancor with which they per- 
secute liberal Christian principles. In politics 
some men are still proud to say that they area 
‘““Tory of the Tories” ora ‘‘Grit of the Grits,” 
fairly revelling in their narrowness and un- 
lovely littleness; so too we find those who 
are ‘Calvinists of the Calvinists” and 


BREAKFAST. 


Methodists”—as Paul, | 
let into his soul, was a 
It seems tome that 


of the 


he had light 


an outfit of this sort has undertaken to glorify | 
themselves in the Methodist Church by declar- | 
ing their belief that a Methodist university | 
should be retained in the little town, where it 

has the entire swing and where the atmos- | 
phere can be so thoroughly permeated with the 
Methodist 
make it impossible for a student to be anything 
but a Methodist, and where there are chances 
of his becoming laced up before and behind 
so tightly that his circulatory system can not 


! 


microbes and protoplasms, as to 


imbibe a whiff of anything but Methodism. 
If any of these gentlemen who have been so 


noisy and offensive to public-spirited people, | 


while opposing college federation, could point 
out of what advantage it is for aman to become 
so entirely a sectarian that he has no soul left 
worth saving, it would partially exonerate them 
from the charge of being religious demagogues. 
But it seems that many of these would-be leaders 
of Methodist opinion would rather beat pansand 
play penny whistles in the market place than 
go about doing good and extending the idea 
that good citizenship is the basis upon which 
churches must be founded. The people either 
know, or are learning, that it is necessary to 


adhere to the principle which makes it neces- 


sary for every man who is valuable to the com- 
munity as a citizen to esteem the honor and 
opportunities of being so developed that no 


| matter what church he is in, his humanity, his | ba Bis , 
' Catholicism, if its parsons are anxious for the | 


patriotism and his breadth of soul shall prevent 


him from becoming a spectacle at which the | : ; : “| 
. . | overbearing priestcraft and social seclusion | 


ungodly may point their finger. 
* 
- © 


Protestantism 
world to prove to Roman Catholicism that the 
principles which it teaches can endure criti 
cism, and are not endangered by contact with 


TERMS: 


scepticism. The piety which Protestantism 
esteems is not that which has been secluded 
tery, but that which has overcome doubt and 
| worldliness in the battle which we all must 
| fight. If the preferences and piety of the 
Methodist youth are unsafe in Toronto while 
| at school, we have reason tosuspect our system 
| of college education, or else seek for the reason 
in the doctiine underlying Methodism itself. 
Every one understands that a youth whose 
religious education has been neglected, when 
he comes in contact with other creeds or with 
young men who have forsaken the faith, may 
| be in danger, but the responsibility must be 
placed where it belongs, and it must be remem- 
bered that it is not the duty of the state to im- 
| plant the doctrines of Methodism or any 
other ‘“‘ism” in the mind of youth, Its duty is 
fulfilled when it affords an opportunity for 
higher education to the youth of the 
land. If, in a new country like Canada, 
sectarianism is to so divide the community 
and prejudice is to run so high that the young 
men and young women of each denomination 
must be cloistered from the world during the 





| soft 


| 


| 
{ 
| 


is endeavoring in this new | 


formative period of their mental existence, how 
is it possible for a state to find material with 
which to fill its colleges, and from which 
to select the material which is to control 
the unsectarian education and mental 
velopment. which is its especial responsi 
bility? If the Baptists are to have 
their school which is to be Baptist first, 
last and always; if the Methodists are to have 
a university which demands a knowledge of 
their catechism as a part of the matriculation ; 
if the Presbyterians, in the matter of higher 
education, are to seize upon the youth and 
feed him Calvanism with his classics; 


de- 


the Anglicans feei that they are 
their supremacy unless they get 

material moulded into Anglican forms, 
before it is thrown into the oven of contro- 
versy, we cannot blame our Catholic fellow- 


citizens if they go a step farther and demand 


if 


ing 


that the children of this province, whose pa- | 


rents believe in the ancient church, shall be 
given into the hands of chureh teachers while 


yet they are babes. If there is anything in the 


idea that Methodists, Baptists, Presbyterians, | 


Anglicans, etc., must have their special doc- | the 


trines poured into the youth ‘of this country, 


the strength of the Catholic position is made | ee 


indisputable. If, on the other hand, it is safer 
to leave the religious education of the boy, the 
youth and the young man to his parents and 
spiritual advisers while he is studying his a, b, 
c's and pursuing his university course, then it 
becomes absurd for the denominations to iso- 
late themselves and injure the possibilities of 
a state university in order to build up an out- 
fit of one-horse colleges which have neither the 
means toequip a proper institution nor the 
learning and the breath of view which 
shall make them worthy of support. 
This country has so long been torn 
by sectarianism in education and every- 
thing else that the citizens are becoming tired 
of the conflict and are learning to despise those 
whose interests are so distictly the cause of 


| their opposition to a broad and patriotic uni- 


| versity system. If Methodism desires to be 
listed in the public estimation with Roman 


| 
; hour when its name will be a synonym for 


| they are going the right way about it by mak- 
ing a fight for separate schools and all the 
| littleness and prejudice which that sort of 
| thing is sure to cultivate. 
! . 7 * 
| It is rather an astonishing thing to find that 
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from the world by the cloister or the monas- 


| out; 


HC, 





} Whole No. 101 


| classic journal, the Saturday Review, freely 
using, without the apology of quotation marks, 
| the word ‘“‘racket.” It talks of the “socialistic 
| racket, etc,” and has evidently adopted this 
| Slang word as a valuable addition to its vocabu- 
| lary. Conventionalism in literature has pre - 
vented the ordinary writer from using words 
which, at the time, have the greatest meaning, 
| for fear the writer may be suspected of vul- 
garity and ignorance of the mother tongue. 
Slang has added to the language the strongest 
words which are in it. A word, a phrase, is 
often adopted by people as expressing an idea 
which would take a long sentence to describe. 
A word, or phrase, like a flash of 
tric light carries an idea to the mind 
of the reader, but because it is uncon- 
ventional writers fight it, preferring to 
give a labored description, which is not half so 
forcible as the slang word. In America, news- 
papers are excused, yes admired if they can coin 
a word which will give their meaning without 
loss of time and the expenditure of asea of ink. 
What indeed is written language but a medium 
whereby we scek to make an impression or 
convey an idea? There is nothing sacred 
about it which should make it a sin to 
add to the already powerful vocabulary which 
usage has given us. Yet one is accused of 
writing bad ‘English if he has the least ten- 
dency to be slangy. The pedants roil up their 
eyes in horror when they see a new word, par- 
ticularly if it savors of the street. They don’t 
seem to know that the language used on the 
street is that which will convey an idea most 
rapidly and most forcibly, for on the pavement 
people have not time to linger while some 
one spurts lofty periods into their ears. Why 
is the English language esteemed the most 
forcible of modern tongues? Because it has 
not disdainea to adopt such words and phrases 
which become by general use intelligible and 
forcible tothe majority. It is all very well to 
write elegant English; it is better to write 
common sense. It is a pleasant thing to be 
told that one’s English is above suspicion ; it is 
worth much more to know that in a few 
words you have made an impression on the 
reader and given him an idea which he wi!] 
carry away with him. This is a busy world. 
Every effort has been made to adapt the lan- 
guage to the haste and the necessities of busy 
people. No writer or preacher can hold a con- 
gregation long enough to make an impression 
unless he strikes out sharply from the shoulder 
and drops the ornamental nothings of which 
English writers were once so proud. 


elec- 


* 
* * 


Those who study the city newspapers must 
notice that Toronto is supplying the country 
with a good many murders, manslaughters and 
crimes cf a sensational character, and I have 
heard it remarked that we are losing our repu- 
tation as an exceedingly moral place. It isa 
mistake to think that we are becoming worse. 
Toronto has become a large city, and the 
criminal class is increasing proportionately. 
After a certain point, the largeness of a city 
begins to attract criminals from all over the 
country in which it is situated, because it is 
well known that it is easier to hide from jus- 
tice in a large center of population than it is to 
be concealed where the population is sparse 
and everybody knows everybody else and his 
business. 


. 
> a 


Talking about large cities, but few cities are 
more unfortunate than Toronto in making a 
good first impression on a visitor. Coming in 
by boat one is first impressed bya lot of rickety 
wharves and a long line of freight and coal 
a dingy railway station and rows of 
Coming in by train one has 


yards, 
ugiy boat houses. 
a view of the lake and poorer part of the city, 
if it is not obstructed by freight cars and train 
This sort of an out- 
for a 


loads of hogs and cattle. 
look is but a poor advertisement 
which, away from the railroad track, 
tractive. A steel viaduct would remedy this 
sort of thing as far as railway passengers are 
concerned, and a handsome park, water front 
and esplanade would make the _ city 
appear to advantage to those who 
come in by boat. Entering Montreal, one 
gets a much better idea of the place, The C. 
P. R. runs on an elevated track and lands one 
at an exceedingly handsome station almost in 
of the city. The same applies 
well to the Grand Trunk and 
of tourists go away with 
impression they have received 
more firmly fixed than any subsequent 
one, it can be seen how Toronto is 
placed at a disadvantage by such a compa: ison 
for no one any longer presumes to make com- 
parisons between Toronto and any other Cana- 
dian city, but its great rival in the east. To 
rontonians would not think for a moment of 
removing to Montreal unless for extraordinary 
reasons, but they should try to beautify and 
make more attractive the city to which they 
Don 


city 


18 SO at- 


centre 
almost as 
the majority 


the first 


are so much attached. 


oo 


The greatest man is he, who choos3s the 
right with invincible resolution; who resists 
the sorest temptations from within and with- 
who bears the heaviest burdens creer 
fully; who is calmest in storms and most fear 
less under menace and frowns, and whose reli- 
ance on truth, on virtue and on God, is most 
unfaltering. 
Such is the force of envy and ill-nature tha 
| the failings of good men are more published to 
the world than their good deeds, and that one 
fault of a deserving man shall meet witb more 


reproaches than all his virtues will wth 


praise. 
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Social and Personal. 





I must crave the indulgence of many kind 
friends who sometimes furnish me with social 
items which I cannot make use of. The printer's 
iron frame is unyielding, and often forces me 
to throw out much interesting matter which 
I should be only too glad to thake use of, if I 
could. 


7 

The promenade concert given by the Victoria 
Club at their handsome quarters, Huron street, 
on the evening of Friday October 25, was in 
every way a success. It was under the patron- 
age of Sir Alexander and Miss Majorie Camp- 
bell. The programme consisted of a promenade 
concert from 8 to 930, then dancing until 
twelve, to the music of Queen’s Own Band. 
The decorations were pleasing; the supper well- 
appointed. At present the members’ roll of the 
club shows four hundred names, and with such 
luxurious rooms shouid have a bright future 
before it. 


Tne guests were:—Miss Campbell, Miss 
Sweatman, Mrs. Dobell, Miss Dobell of Que- 
bec, Mrs. Meyrick Bankes, Mrs. Cosby, Mrs. 
W.G. Wyld, Mrs. Macdonald, Mrs. Denison, 
Mrs. Holland, Mrs. Henry Duggan, Mrs. W. B. 
MeMurrich, Mrs. John Wright, Mrs. Fred. 
Moffatt, Mrs. Cawthra, Miss Cawthra, Miss 
Schreiber of Ottawa, Mrs. Geddes, Miss Gussie 
Hodgins, Miss May Walker, Miss Maud 
Yarker, the Misses Henderson, Miss Macfar- 
lane, Miss Kate Merritt, the Misses 
Beatty, the Misses Shanly, Miss Christie, 
the Misses Denison, Mrs. R. Northcote, Mrs. 
Foy, His Lordship the Bishop of Toronto, 
Lieut.-Colonel G. T. Denison, Mr. A. Morgan 
Cosby, Captain Geddes, Mr. Wyld, Mr. W. B. 
MeMurrich, Mr. David Walker, Mr. John 
Wright, Mr. Fred Moffatt, Mr. J. D. Hender- 
son, Mr. Henry Duggan, Dr. Nattress, Dr. 
Spragge, and Messrs. C. L. Shanly, R. Fox, A. 
Foy, Mayne Campbell, Bertie Cawthra, Percy 
Hodgins, S. Aifred Jones, Gerdon Jones, R. 
Moffatt, Stewart Morrison, Reginald North- 


cote, Mowat. 
* 


The fourteenth annual meeting of the man- | 


agers and friends of the Infants’ Home took 
place on Saturday last in the board-room of 
that institution. The officers for tne ensuing 
year were elected. 


On Tuesday took piace one of the most bril- 


liant weddings that it has ever been my lot to | 
many reasons the | 


witness in Toronto. For 
widest interest was taken in the union of Miss 
Mabel Heward to Lieutenant Williams of the 
Royal Engineers. The bride was the onlv 
daughter of one of the oldest Toronto families. 


But few of our hostesses are as popular or as | 


widely known as Mrs. Stephen Heward, the 
mother of the bride, while the lady, who was 
the cynosure of so many hundred eyes on 
Tuesday, has, since her return from England, 
nearly three years ago, been one of the bright- 
est adornments of Toronto society. Mr. Wil- 
liams, whom i notice the daily press has pre- 
maturely promoted to a company, spent the 
greater part of last winter in town, and both 
as the betrothed of Miss Heward, and on his 
own account, was a personage of great interest 
to society. 
handsome engineer uniform on Tuesday will 
admit that the rumors concerning one of his 
qualities, which had forerun his first appear- 
ance here, were not exaggerated. As two 
o'clock, the hour of the ceremony on the event- 
ful day approached, a very large concourse of 


people filled every nook and corner of the 


cathedral, except the seats reserved for invited | 


guests, while these latter were kept empty 
only through the efforts of several police and a 
group of able-bodied ushers. 
a 

The chancel was beautifully decorated with a 
wealth of white flowers and tropical plants. 
From my place, some distance down the aisle, 
the chancel appeared rather gloomy, while the 
white surplices of the officiating clergy, the 
shimmer of the bride’s beautiful white satin, 
and the brilliant scarlet of Mr. William’s uni- 
form, were all thrown into brilliant relief 


All who saw Mr. Williams in his | 


happy pair set forth under showers of rice as 
thick as hail. A short honeymoon is to be 
spent at the Falls and elsewhere, and ten days 
hence the City of Paris will bear the newly- 
wedded pair to England to their future home 
at Aldershot, where Mr. Williams js at present 


stationed. 
. 


One of the many presents from the bride’s 
mother will be of great delight to them on the 
Atlantic. A complete suite of rooms, drawing- 
room, dining room, etc., all to themselves on 


the City of Paris. : 


The following guests were present: Sir 
Thomas Galt, Sir David and Lady Macpherson, 
Mrs, Allan, Mr. and Mrs, E. Blake, Mr. Hume 
Blake, Mr. and Mrs. S. H. Blake, Miss Blake, 
Mr. and Mrs. W. Blake, Mr. and Mrs. Brough, 
Miss Brough, Mrs. John Boulton, the Misses 
Boulton, the Messrs. Boulton, Miss Biggar, 
Mr. G. Boulton, the Misse, Boulton, Mr. and 
Mrs. H. G. Baldwin, Mrs. Bankes, Mr. and 
Mrs. A. Cassells, Mr. and Mrs. McCarthy, Mr. 
Wm. Cayley, Mr, and Mrs. D. Cayley, Mr. and 
Mrs. F. Cayley, Mr. E., Cayley, Miss Cayley, 
Mr. Hume Cronyn, Mr. B. Cronyn, Miss 
Cosens, Sir Alexander Campbell, Miss Mar- 
jorie Campbell, Mr. J. Campbell, Miss Camp- 
bell, Mr. E. Campbell, Mrs. H. Cameron, Mr. 
K. Cameron, Mr. and Mrs. Cartwright, Miss 
Crooks, Miss Cartwright, Col. and Mrs. Daw- 
son, Miss Dawson, Mr. Darling, Canon and 
Mrs. Du Moulin, Miss Du Moulin, Mr. Du 
Moulin, Mr. and Mrs. Edwardes, Mr. Fitzgib- 
bon, Mr. and Mrs. H. Ferguson, Col. and Mrs. 
Gzowski, Mr. and Mrs. Gamble, Mr. H. Gamble, 
Col. and Mrs, Grasett, Mr. and Mrs, A. Grasett, 
Dr. and Mrs. Grasett, Mr. and Mrs. G. Geddes, 
Mr. and Mrs. Gilmour. Capt. and Mrs. Grant, 
the Misses Greene, Mr. and Mrs. J. O. Heward, 
Mr. and Mrs. Heath, the Misses Heward, the 
Messrs. Heward, Mr. and Mrs. Hoskin, Mr. 
Helliwell, Mr., Mrs. and Miss Heine, Mrs. 
Heineman, Chief Justice Hagarty, Mr. and 
Mrs. Geo. Hagarty, Mr. O. Howland, Mrs. E. 
C. Jones, the Messrs. Jones, Miss Jarvis, Mr. 
and Mrs. Fraser Le Froy, Mrs. Kirkpatrick, 
Mr. and Mrs. Langmuir, Miss Langmuir, Mr. 
H. D. Mitchell, Mr. A. Macdonnell, Mr. Mac- 
Innis, Miss MacInnis, Mr. and Mrs. E. Mere- 





dith, the Misses Meredith, Mr. and Mrs. Huson 
Murray, Mr. and Mrs. C. Murray, Mr. A. Mur- 
ray, the Misses Murray, Mr. Magrath, the 
| Misses McLean, Mr. and Mrs. Nordheimer, 
| Mrs. and Miss Nanton, Col. and Mrs, New- 
bigging, Lieut.-Colonel and Mrs. Otter, Miss 
| Otter, Mr. and Mrs. Beverley Robinson, the 
| Messrs. Robinson, Miss Robinson, Mr. and 
| Mrs. F. Ridout, Sir John and Lady Robinson, 
Miss Robinson, the Messrs. Small, Mrs. 
Strachan, Mrs. J. Strachan, the Messrs. 
| Strachan, Mr. Shanly, Mr. St. George, Mrs. 
| Stanton, Mr. and Mrs. Goldwin Smith, Col. 
and Mrs. Sweny, Dr. and Mrs. Thorborn, Miss 
Thorborn, Mr. and Mrs. Harcourt Vernon, Mrs. 
| and Mrs. Vankougner, Mr. and Mrs. Yarker, 
| Misses Yarker, Mrs Winn, Mr. and Mrs. 
| Wrong, Mr. Clarkson Jones, Mr. Wallace 
| Jones, Mr. Ogden Jones, Mr. Fox, Mr. Gold- 
ingham, Mr. R. Thomas, Mr. and Mrs, W. 
| Thomas, Mrs, C. Scadding, Mr. and Miss 
| Dobell, Messrs. Campbell, Mr. Casimer Dick- 
son, Mr. and Mrs. T. C. Pattison, Mr. and Mrs. 
| R. Bethune, Miss Bethune, Mrs. Clayton, 
Mrs. Harris, Miss Carpmael, Miss Schreiber, 
| Mr. and Mrs. Walker, Miss C. Walker, Mr. C, 
| Scadding, Mr. and Mrs. S. Smith. 


as 
Among the almost numberless gifts there 
| were noticed:—Bracelet of pearls and dia- 
| monds, Gen, Williams, father of the groom; 


| pearl necklet and pendant. Mr. McInnis aud 

family ; gold brooch, Mr. Hume Cronyn ; pearl 
| bracelet, Rev. A. D. Hutton; gold brooch, 
| the Misses Hutton; jewel case in old silver and 
gitt, Sir D. and Lady Macpherson; centre- 


| set of Crown Derby Cnina, Mr. Alexander 


| Macdonald ; clock, Mr. Frank Joseph; travel- | 


ling clock, Mrs. Winn; silver tea service, 


| and Mrs. Briggs, Rev. Dr. and Mrs, Reynor of 


eclat on Thursday evening, October 31, when 
Mr. and Mrs. Edwin P. Pearson entertained 
the residents of the Island, at their residence, 
546 Sherbourne street. Nothing could be more 
enjoyable than the reunion of so many who 
had spent such a pleasant summer together on 
the Island. The guests numbered over one 
hundred, all of whom are full of praises of the 
host and hostess who entertained them wo 
handsomely. ‘the programme of dances was 
thoroughly enjoyed by the large party, and was 
continued into the wee small hours of Hallow- 
e’en. Among those present were Mr. and Mrs. 
Arthur Dennison, Mr. and Mrs. Walter Hen- 
niog, Mr. and Mrs. George King, Mr. and Mrs. 
Henry Lowndes, Mr. and Mrs. George Bost- 
wick, Mr. and Mrs. G. Ridout, Mrs. Fuller, Mr. 
and Mrs. Jarvis, Miss Wey, Misses Jarvis, Miss 
E. Gordon, Miss M, Hedley, Miss Douglass, 
and Messrs. L. Stewart, W. Stewart, V. Chad- 
wick, H. Munotz, B. Coles, H. McMillan, H. 
Jarvis, B. Jarvis, P. Jarvis, Major Ward, Dr. 
D. Hart, G. Hart, B. Cowan, H. Muns, F. Gray, 
M. Lowndes, G. Heward, A. Branchaund, W. 
Carlisle, W. Strathy, H. Alley, E. Moss, A. 
Acheson, P. Maule, A. Sweatman, F. McDon- 
ald, W. T. Douglass, H. Hulme, and Miss 
Mockridge, Miss Ada Lowndes, Miss Kate 
Crawford. Miss M. Chadwick, Misses Muns, 
Misses Wilkes, Misses Dixon. 


ES 


Mrs. Burritt of Wellesley street gave an en- 
joyable ‘‘ At Home” last Saturday afternoon. 
* 

A very unique entertainment was given in 
Sherbourne street Methodist Church on the 
afternoons and evenings of October 24th and 
25th. It was called a ‘‘rainbow social.” The 
‘social ” part consisted of ice cream, etc., and 
‘‘rainbow” was aptly applied to the bazaar. 
Booths trimmed with tissue paper in the vari- 
ous shades of each primary color were erected 
around the room. In them were exposed for | 
sale all manner of fancy articles, constructed 
of materials the color of the stall, ‘‘ That 
booth,” said a merry girl, pointing out one 
which was a little in the shadow, ‘‘ should have 
been over on the other side to get the lighr, but 
we would have had every scientist in the room ! 
after us if we'd put it there.’ A programme 
was given on Friday evening, and the ladies | 
whose fertile brains and busy fingers have 
worked so industriously in the fashioning of 
all manner of dainty and useful articles should 
feel. proud of their successin the aptly named 
**rainbow social.” 





e 


Church was filled on 
Wednesday evening, October 23, with an 
expectant company which had_ gathered 
to witness the marriage of Mr. Jeffrey 
E. Hansford to Miss Frankie Henderson. 
The ceremony was performed by Rev. Dr. 
Hansford, father of the groom, assisted by 


Rev. Dr. Stafford and Professor Rayner. The 


Sherbourne street 


| wedding party looked very pretty at the altar. | 





The bride’s dress was white faille, and she 
wore a veil with natural flowers and diamond 
ornaments. The bridesmaids’ toilettes were 
white and pink, and they wore pink roses in 
their hair. Two little pink robed maids of 
honor followed the party down the aisle, while 
the organ rolled out its congratulations and 
whispered comments and good wishes followed 
the hush which the solemnity of the service had | 
induced. The guests were: Rev. Dr. and Mrs. 
Hansford of Morrisburg, Rev. Dr. and Mrs. 
Stafford, Rev. Dr. and Mrs. Dewart, Rev. Dr. 








Cobourg, Mr. and Mrs. E. B. Osler, Mr. and 
Mrs. A. C. Hammond, Mr. and Mrs. John 
Donagh, Mr. and Mrs. Walter Sterling, Mr. and | 
Mrs, J. N. Lake, Mr. and Mrs. Richard Brown, 
Mr. and Mrs. H. H. Fudger, Mr. and Mrs. J. 
Hillock, Mr. and Mrs. J. H. Wilmott, Mr. | 





: , ‘ : | and Mrs, Walter Andrews, Mr. and Mrs. R. 
| piece in old silver and gilt, Mr. Homer Dixon ;| W, Doane, Mr. and Mrs. T. E. Aikenhead. 





ze | Mr. and Mrs. B. B. Toye, Mr. and Mrs. W. G. 
bride’s brothers; water-color drawing of Que- | 


bec, Mr. and Mrs, Kerr; Japanese vase, Mr, | 
and Mrs. Beverley Robinson; fur sleighing | 
robe, Mr. Fox ; vases of Doulton, Mr. and Mrs, | 


Mr. and Mrs. E. K. Scoley, Miss Scoley, Mr. 
and Mrs. J. Oliver, Mr. and Mrs. R. A. Smith, 


Shaw, Dr. T. Henderson, Mr. R. H. Henderson, 
the Misses Richardson, Miss Bella Christo and 
Miss Kate Bellamy of Flesherton, Miss Bel- 


been engaged to give a recital in New York by 
the Manhattan Athletic Club on Dec. 19. 


7 


Mr. and Mrs. D. O. Sullivan returned last 
week from Washington. Mr. Sullivan’s health 
has been much improved by the delightful 
climate, and he and Mrs, Sullivan had the 
honor of being presented to President Har- 


rison. 
* 


Miss Birdie McKeown, a Toronto young 
lady, who has been studying at the Con- 
servatory of Music in Boston, sang recently at 
uw reception given in that city. She was 
received with much favor, and her teacher Mr. 
Lyman Wheeler writes that he is proud of her 
rapid .progress. Miss McKeown is also an 
accomplished pianiste. 








Out of Town, 


BEt LEVILLE, 


Dr. A. Wills left on Monday for Gananoque 
en route for London, England. He expects to 
leave by the Oregon or Toronto, and will be ab- 
sent about ayear. The good wishes of his many 
friends in Beileville go with him. 

Mr. and Mrs. J. P. C. Phillips took a trip to 
Toronto last week. Mrs. Phillips remained 
some days, 

Rev. Mr. Pole has returned to the city. 

St. Thomas’ Church Literary and_ Musical 
Association held a meeting on Monday even- 
ing to prepare a series of entertainments for 
the coming winter. 








The Grand Opera House. 


The attraction at this house for the coming 
week will be Rice’s Evangeline. This popular 
burlesque is well enough known in Toronto to 
ensure its success. The company comes well 
recommended, and numbers among its princi- 
pals some well known and popular artists of the 
burlesque and comic operastage. The tableaux 
and scenic effects are highly spoken of, and 
lovers of spectacle may safely expect to see an 
excellent show. 


Miss Nora Clench, 


I went to Hamilton on Wednesday to attend 
Miss Clench's Canadian rentree on that even- 
ing. I found the Grand Opera House crowded 
with a really brilliant audience, which showed, 
by every means within their power, their ap- 
probation of the young debutante. MissClench’s 
playing was a most pleasant surprise to me, 
She has a fine, large tone, rich in sympathy, 
and she has a wonderful executive facility, 
which enables her to play the most difficult 
music with ease and grace. And she has, 
wirhal, acharming, unconscious manner, which 
adds to the beaury of her performance. All of 
which go to make up a little artist that Canada 
may well be proud of. METRONOME, 
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The Unkindest Cut. 


‘““Why is summer like pride?” inquired 
Clara Herself of George Himself as he strolled 
about the moonlit lawn. 

‘*T cannot answer, love. Why?” 

‘* Because it goeth before a fall,” she answer- 
ed laughingly. 

“We had better go in now,” was ail the 
young man said, asa deep sigh escaped between 
his set teeth.—St. Joseph News. 





ELOCUTION TAUGHT 
Twenty Lessons $3—Evenings 


Music $2 monthly—24 Lessons Quarterly 
55 GOULD STREET 
AN EXPERIENCED TUTOR -—English 
Publ c School man. 


Prepares boys for ewrance 
scholarships at the English Public Sshoo!s ; also for Univer- 
sity Matriculation. Address 
TUTOR, care SaturDAY NIGHT 

REFERENCES—The Lord Bishop of Toronto, Sir Daniel 
Wilson, the Provost of Trinity, Elmes Hendersoa, Esq., 
Dr. Temple, Mr. Justice Street 











ON’T MISS THE BROWN FsMILY (JURILES SING 

ERS) Shaftesbury Hall, WEDNESDAY EVENING, 

No’ EMER 6ch. Miss A. H. Brown, organist. Reserved 
Seata, 25 cents Concert at 8 pm sharp 


HAREM 


(Not the Sultan's) 


CIGARETTES 


YILDIZ 










against the blackness surrounding the com- | 
Henderson : Mrs. 


lamy, Mr. W. C. Braden, Mrs. Geo. Shipman of 





munion table. So great was the anxiety of 
many of the hundreds occupying pews on the 
side aisles to get a glimpse of the little group 
at the altar, that seats were freely used as 
standing places, and little attention was shown 
to the forms of the beautiful service. 

. 

The ceremony was performed by Rev. Canon 
Du Moulin, assisted by Rev. J. D. Cayley. 
Misses Walker. Heward, McInnis and Grace 
Boulton attended the bride. Mr. Stephen 
Heward was groomsman, and Messrs, Dickson, 
Shanly, Hume Blake and Arthur Murray 
officiated as ushers. The altar was tastefully 
banked with palms, ferns, foliage plants and 
chrysanthemums, supplied by Mr. Slight. The 
musical service was arranged especially for the 
occasion and was under the direction of Mr. 
Percy W. Mitchell of Brussels. The bride's 
elegant toilette was white satin, draped 
with crepe de chine, and trimmed 
wreaths of myrtle. Her veil flowing over the 
full court train was caught with diamond stars, 


with | 


and sprays of myrtle were twined in her hair. | 


The large bouquet she carried was of orchids— | 
| Mrs, Hine ; 


| H. Blake. 


heliotrope and faint yellow shades mingled 
with white. The attending bridesmaids’ gowns 
were of eau de Nile satin trimmed with white 
crepe de chine. The veils were fastened with 
half-wreaths of scarlet bouvardii. and 
wore a bracelet set with a moonstone and dia 
monds—a souvenir of the occasion, presented 
by the groom, 


each 


* 

The procession down the aisle, at the close of | 
the ceremony, was perhaps a little hurried, but 
a very pretty sight. Outside, the fine chime of 
bells were pealing their merriest, and to their 
music the last of the seemingly endless line of 
carriages, finally took up its load. The guests 
followed the bridal party to Mrs. Stephen Hew- 
ard’s house on Peter street, and until half-past 
four, when Mr. and Mrs. Williams left for the 
station, merriment, criticism and congratula. | 
tions had full swing. The number of invita- 
cions had been rigorously kept down, and | 
the one hundred and fifty guests were 
sufficient to fill the charming old house 
without any discomfort through overcrowding. | 
There were no speeches or formal toasts, 
but many a sparkling glass was quaffed in 
honor of both bride and groom. At 4.30 the 


to 11 30, so runs the legend of the cards. 


| Judge Van Felson, S. C., of Quebec, has taken 


, silver patchbox, Cassells; | Cannington, Mr. Joseph Reynar of Three 
| silver jewel casket, Mr. and Mrs. Dalton Mce- | Rivers, Que., Miss Bird Hansford of Morris. 


Carthy; antique silver spoon, Mrs. Edward | burg, Miss Spink, Mr. Wesley Richardson and 


CIGARETTES 





Jones; silver gilt sugar sifter, Mrs. Nicol: 
six silver tea spoons, Mrs. E. 
tea set, Mrs. Strachan; coffee spoons, 
Cayley; worked photograph frame, Mrs, 
Edmunds; tea cosies, Miss Campbell, Miss 


Yarker, Miss Edith McKenzie ; China cande- | 
labra, Mrs. Fitzgibbon; Dresden China vase, | 
Miss Dawson ; framed fancy pnotograph ot the 
photo etching, the 
Misses Williams ; five gold pins, each bearing a | 


bride, Mr. Fraser Dixon; 


letter of the bride’s Christian name, Mr. and | 


Mrs. Harcourt Vernon ; bracelet, Mrs, Maguire : 


Wilkie; China | 
Mrs. 


| Mr. and Mrs, S. B. Sykes. 


The Finest Turkish Cigarettes 


IN THE MARKET, 


. 
Miss Alexander's recital, which takes place 
on the evening of Nov. 4, comprises a pro- 
} gramme of entirely new selections. She has 


M’KEOWN & COMPANY 


TRY THEM 


| 








| 


Mim Jno. 0. Heward, Chie Janice tiazary, | COMMENCING This (Saturday) Morning 


Miss McLean; case containing silver glove 
stretchers and shoe hurn, also fine Morrocco | 
card case with watch set in, Mrs. Nordheimer : 
silver glove-stretcher, Mrs, Hutton; China | 
vase, Mr. and Mrs, Thornton Todd; silver | 
muftineers, Mr. B. Cronyn; silver cream jug, 
Mr. Shanly; silver scent bottle, Mr. Nanton: 
oxydized silver water jug and gong, Mr. and 
silver candelabra, Mr and Mrs, §, | 
There were a great many pieces of | 
handsomely-wrought fancy-work and several 
articles of cut giass of fine quality. 


| 
| 


} 


| 


Mrs. Crosby is giving an At Home at her fine 
place Maphehyn this evening. Music from 8,30 | 


Mrs, Crawford of 539 Church street will be At 
Home, so her invitations declare, after 4,30 on | 
Saturday, November 9, | 

* | 

Mrs. James Crowther is apparently to have 
the honor of giving the next ball in the youth 
of the present season. Mrs. Crowther’s large 
house On Bloor street west, is excellently 


adapted for a ball. 
? 7 


Mr. W. A. Weir, of the Imperial Bank of 
Canada, who was recently married to Miss Jo- | 
sephine, daughter of the late George Van Fel- 
son, M. D., and granddaughter of the late Hon. 


up his new abode at No. 35 Avenue street, 





An event which has been looked forward to 
with considerable pleasure, came off with great 


A GREAT 


Clearing-Out Sale of the Balance of Three Bankrupt Stocks 


BEING 
THE WINTER PORTION OF 


HUSBAND & CO.’S STOCK 


THE WINTER PORTION OF 


CHAS. MORTON & CO.’S STOCK 
THE ATRADOME STOCK 


Never in the history of the Dry Goods trade have you seen such a slaughter 
in Mantles, Black Dress Goxds, Colored Dress Goods, Mantle Cloths, Sealettes, 
Hosiery, Gloves, Wool Underwear, &c., as you will see at this Gigantic 
Slaughter Sale. These goods must go at once. 

Come early in forenoon and avoid afternoon rush. 


MKEOWN & COMPANY 


182 YONGE STREET 








LATEST WALTZES 


FOR YOU—on Sydney Smith’s Song....( May Ostlerc) 600 
FIDDLE AND [—on Goodeve’s Song....(Otto Roeder) 600 


MIA BELLA, ...cccccsccscccccccccccsees (Otto Roeder) 600 
SUNSHINE AND SHADE........... (Theo. Bonheur ) 600 
LOVE’S GOLDEN DREAM (250,000 80'd) - 750 


For Sale by all Music Dealers, or o. 
EDWIN ASHDOWN 


AND 
Anglo-Canadisn Music Publishers’ Association, 
13 Richmond Street West. 


-FOR AN 


Engagement or Birthday Present 


One of those Ladies’ Gold Watches about the size of a half. 
dollar, with plain polished case and monogram on front- 
back, will be sure to please. I have just received some 
from the factory. 


E. BEETON 
High Grade Watch Specialist 


Opposite Post Office 


WINTER TOURS 


Bermuda Nassau Havana 
Cuba Mexico West Indies, &c. 


For information as to Sailings, Rates, Pamphlets, & 
apply to 


BARLOW CUMBERLAND 


72 Yonge Street . - - Toronte, 


TAILORS AND FURNISHERS 


Direct special attention to their stock of 


Fine Natural Wool 
SCOTCH L. WOOL 


AND 


MERINO UNDERWEAR 


Also to a fine lot of 


cst ERE and MERINO BALE HSE 


Superior Goods at Moderate Prices 


69 KING ST. WEST 


THE 


| RBCOGNIZED STANDARD BRANDS 


CIGA RS 


MUNGO =- - ° 
CAB _E - 
EL PADRE - - 


AND 


MADRE E HlJO 10 & 1|65c. 


THE BEST VALUE. 
THE SAFEST SMOKE. 
THE MOST RELIABLE. 


The Purest of the Pure, 


NO CHEMICALS. 
NO ARTIFICIAL FLAVORING. 
_THE BEST VALUE. 
Mss M. MORRISON 
41 KING STREET WES? 


Having now returned from New York, is prepared to show 
a large and choice assortment of 


MILLINERY NOVELTIES, 
NEW VEILINGS, Ete. 


Special attention has been given to the Dressmaking 
Department, which is complete with a select stock of 
Dress Goods and Dress Trimmings. 


MISSES E. & H. JOHNSTON 


122 KING STREET WEST, 


OPPOSITE THE ROSSIN HOUSE, 


5c. 
- 6c. 
10c. 








Mise Johnston has returned from Paris, London and New 
York with a full line of 


Novelty Dress Goods and ‘Trimmings 
DISPLAY OF 


PATTERN HATS AND BONNETS 


These goods are now being opened. 


) THE FINEST DIAMUND 
RING 


} Ever offered in the Dominion for $20. 
Sent by registered post to any address 
in Canada on receipt of price and size; 
which it cludes a handsome box. Ad- 
f tress J. FRED WOLTZ, Diamond 
} Beoker, 41 Colborne street, Toronto, 
§ Canada. 











W. F. ROSS & OO 
ROOM 1, 
55 AND 67 ADELAIDE 
STREET EAST, 
a” TORONTO, 


High Grade 


wre WATCHES 


Gold and Silver—Wholesale and Retall 
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Fashion Chatter. 


DEAR MOLLIE,— What a number of brocades 
are worn. The wedding gowns, the evening 
dresses, the visiting toilettes, all have brocaded 
goods in combination. Such exquisitely dainty 
fabrics they are too—not the time-worn pat- 
terns of impossible roses and improbable leaves, 
but fanciful creations in raised velvet on satin 
grounds. A plain silk is rendered elegant by 
the addition of this rich fabric. Faced cloth 
becomes dressy when made up in combination ; 
and for evening wear the delicate tulle, lace and 
muslin are rendered more ethereal in contrast 
with the decidedly self.asserting brocade. A 





* After eating their lunch, the tramps cast 
their eyes around to see where I was, and as I 
had my back turned to them they bolted fcr 
the highway. I didn't say a word, but the dogs 
tumbled to the trick and were on hand.” 

‘* Did they bite ’em?” was asked. 

‘*Isn’t that what dogs are for?” he innocently 
replied. ‘‘I guess they bit ’em. I heard a good 
deal of yelling and whooping for the police, but 
the police didn’t show up. When I went over 
to investigate the tramps were half a miledown 
the road, running for victory or death, while 
each dog was playing with a bundle made up 
of coat-tails and trowser-legs. Mebbe them 
tramps got ahead of me, but if you happen to 
meet ’em, just ask ‘em if they think they did.” 
— Detroit Free Press. 


—_——_+ => —_—_—__-_—~ 





silk rejoicing in the French name, mousseline- 
de-chiffon, is a new fabric. In plain English it 
is a silk muslin slightly craped, and it drapes 
beautifully. Since the style of waist garniture 
is principally draping now, goods which will 
allow such liberties to be taken with them, 
are essentially popular. 

A glove which finds a great deal of favor for 
street wear inthe day time, is the sac glove. 
It fits, loosely on the wrist, of necessity, for 
there are no buttons. It comes in heavy suede 
leather, also in tan and gray kid. The absence 
of fastening is certainly a benefit. Gloves so 
quickly grow shabby around the button-holes— 
not to mention the buttons which have 
such provoking ways of suddenly dis- 
claiming all connection with the most im- 
portant buttonhole, that one welcomes the 
sac glove with a sigh of relief. 

Dame Fashion does not hesitate to lay down 
fixed rules with regard to the color of gloves, 
and the most important New York journal 
states without reserve: ‘‘ White with white; 
black with black; gray with gray; and tan 
with every color.” 

Small bonnets will be worn for evening, and 
surely the theatre and concert-going public 
will feel like singing the doxology when they 
are positively certain that the prediction has 
grown into a fact. Why won’tall the women, 
or why won’t some of them, resolve to remove 
their head-covering at every concert and enter- 
tainment, where a view of the stage is 
desirable? One can’t see through bonnets, and 
a tuft of feathers or a bunch of flowers planted 
in my line of vision, rouses millions of wicked 
and revengeful spirits which were erstwhile 
slumbering. I speak merely of feathers and 
blossoms, and make no mention of velvet 
towers which any woman, with any regard for 
the comfort of others, should refuse to wear 
under any consideration. Men remove their 
hats—why can’t we? Nineteen women out of 
twenty-one, look better withcut a bonnet, so if 
it’s for appearance sake, we are on wkat boys 
call the ‘‘ wrong track.” 

It’s no use, my dear; I dare not say another 
word on that subject, or you'll not hear of all 
the pretty things l’ve seen this week. But, 
Mollie, just a moment—don’t wear a vision 
ubstructor, and if you do, wear it on your lap 
all the time the play, corcert or lecture is in | 
progress. 

A pretty buffet-cloth is made of butcher's 
Jinen, momie or scrim. So far it is very 
ordinary, but the decoration is a work of art. 
It is nothing less than drawn work, so caught 
and twisted and tacked as to resemble antique 
lace. The work is described as *‘ interesting” 
and easily accomplished after a study of the 
lace intended to be reproduced, 

Collars and cuffs of finest linen are again pro- 
nounced ‘the ‘style,’ and certainly they are 
neat. Of course they are refined and ladylike, 
but ob, Mollie, they're stiff, and they won't stay 
pinned. There’s one comfort, though—we can 
wear cuff buttons and studs; and they are 
really pretty now. Some are gemmed. some 
plain gold orsilver. For my part I prefer plain 
one?, and would rather dispense with the 
stones and put their price into the gold or silver. 

I saw such a dainty little perfume bottle 
the other day. ‘The shape of it is the old 
style of vase, .with a long, slim neck 
and circular bowl. It was of fine white 
porcelain with a pretty gilt pattern, and 
the solid silver cap was attached to the 
neck by a slender chain. It is quite the 
daintiest little affair I have seen for a long 
tine. Such pretty slippers and shoes are now 
shown that one longs fora pair to match each 
house-gown, and a fender on which to perch 
the cunningly fashioned and fancifully decor- 
ated foot-gear. Low slippers are embroidered 
in steel, silver, jet and gold beads, Others have 
vamps of patent leather, while the rest of the 
shoe matches the dress in color, The material 
may be velvet,kid.feit orsatip. One style ties 
on the instep with ribbon the same shade as 
the upper. Speaking of shces though, the 
kind which fills one’ssoul with gentle thoughts 
for the world in general, is the bed-room slip- 
per of crochetted work. The eider-down sole, 
the wooly surface, the delightful sense of hav- 
ing cheated the floor out of its chilling prero- 
gative, make one feel gocd-humored even if the 
street-cars do persist in rumbling and dinging 
just when one wants to have an extra “ forty 
winks.” By all means admire the dainty ex- 
hibitions of the shoemaker’s art, but don’t pin 
your chances of solid comfort to anything so 
likety to be beautiful at the expense of warmth. 
I don’t suppose you would want to use French 
kid slippers for bed-room ones, but get the last 
mentioned ones first, that’s ali. 

To-day I noticed a piece of dress goods which 
claimed my admiration at first sight. Its color 
was grayish blue, with an uneven warp-thread 
of white coming into notice now and again. It 
was coarse in texture, and for a street dress 
that qualification is a good one, as dust and 
mud can be removed with such ease. Recollec- 
tions of several chilly morning half-hours spent 
in a partly-unsuccessful attempt to dislodge the 
mud from the drapery of a Henrietta cloth 
dress, enable me to speak with feeling and ex- 
perience on this subject. Yours sincerely, 

CiLip CAREW. 
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They Bolted a Farmet. 


“Three tramps, headed fer Detroit, came | 
along to my place the other day,” said a Wayne | 
County farmer yesterday, ‘and as I was busy 
cutting corn, and in a hurry to get the work 
over, I asked them if they wanted a job, They 
higgled and haggikd for a while and then | 
agreed to take hold at a doliara day, providing | 
I would give them a lunch to beginon. It was 
about 10 o'clock in the forenoon, and I brought 
outalunch and they tat down in the fleld to 
eatit. I've seen tramps before, and while they | 
were eating I had one of my boys turn out my | 
three dogs and post them wherethey might do ' 
the most good, 





For Business. 


In the matter of the workaday dress Fashion 
is rather more indulgent as to variety of shapes 
and materials than in her demands for other 
and more ornate occasions. And yet it is 
equally as important that the business attire of 
the man who desires to be called well dressed, 
shall be perfect in design, in fit, and in the har- 
mony of all its parts. The necessity for this is 
apparent. How cana man maintain a reputa- 
tion for taste in dress if his apparel merely con- 
forms to a fixed model upon one occasion while 
plainly violating the ordinances of good taste 
when thrown more upon his own resources by 
the freer choice permitted. Thus it will be 
seen that the selection of the business suit is 
quite as momentous a task as the procurement 
of the evening attire. 

Man wants but little here below 

And wants that little good. 
He will find it in a handsome business suit se 
lected from the choice fabrics of Henry A. Tay- 
lor, the Fashionab'e West End Tailor, Rossin 
House Block. 





NATURAL WOOL 


The most important feature of 
Natural Wool Underwear is its sott- 
ness and beautiful appearance. 
This is due to the fact that it is 
made from the finest and purest 
Natural Wools, absolutely free from 
dye, making it practically unshrink- 
able (see our washing directions). 
The Undershirts are double-breast- 
ed and ribbed skirts. The Trowsers 
are spliced in seat with silk, making 
them durable, and the bands are 
fine sateen cloth, so as to fit snug. 
All weights and sizes. 


WHEATON & CO. 


17 King St. West, cor. Jordan 
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CORSET 


This is the most perfect-fitting and 
comfortable corset in the market. 


Crompton Corset Coy 


Sole Manufacturers for the Dominion 








STOVEL® CO. 


LADIES’ TAILORS 


PRACTICAL BUSINESS EDUCATION <=J 





FALL TERM RE-OPENS SEPTEMBER 2. 


For circnlars address J. M Crowly, Proprietor and Ma - 
ager, cor, Yonge and Shuter Streets, Toronto, Canada. 


LEADING LINES 


ROSENBAUM’S BAZAAR 
169 King Street East---the Market 


Large cabiret frames, 25¢.; school bags, 25c.; plush 
satchels, 25c ; swinging clubs, 25c.; infants’ baskets, 35c.; 
raltand pepyer sets, 15¢ ; and 25,000 other articles in ihe 
Sale proportion. Special just received for the Christmas 
trade, kid body dolls, with Li:que heads, shoes, stockings, 


gloves and dress, only 2c. 





MAKE A SPECIALTY OF IMPORTING ELEGANT 


MILLINE RY 


One of the firm go to London every season and make 
personal selection from the cheapest and best market in 
the world for Dry Goods. 
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5 2315 Queen St | 


COSTUME AND HABIT MAKEF 8° 


Fine Dress Goods at Low Prices 
2i2 Yonge Street 


HE BEST PLACE IN THE CITY IS 
CUNNINGHAM’S JEWELRY STORE 


For Manufacturing New Designs in 


Jewelry, Diamonds and Watches 
77 Yonge St., 2 Doors North of King 


Pike’s Piano Polish 


res Fs 


Easily applied, dries quickly, and leaves a permanent 
polich which does not emear or finger-mark. 


A Trial Is Sulfcient To Establish Its Merits 
Bingham’s Pharmacy 


100 Yonge Street, Toronto 
WINE DEPARTMENT 


Native Wines 








Canadian Ales and Porter 


Imported ‘ = Port tg 
Lager Beer Sterry * 
Canadian Whiskys Taragona Wines 
Imported - Madeira ” 
Brandies Coca si 
Iniported Ginger Ales Ginger - 
Doniestic - a Santomo = 
Imported Soda Water Clarets—Best Brands 
Domestic ‘ = Liqueurs 

St Leon Water Bitters 
Bethesda ‘ Cordials 
Apolliraris Water Rum 


Holland and Tom Gin Champagnes, &c., &c. 
SHAVER’S W NE VAULTS 
No. 4Louisa Street, cor. Yonge 


Telephone 1850 
(N.B.—AIll goods warranted as represented.) 


ABOVE ALL THINGS | 


Do Not Buy Inferior Hair 
Goods 


It only results in trouble and annoy- 
ance. 

New York wholesalers are palming off 
a common class of manufactured Hair 
Goods. They look nice enough in glass 
cases, but give them a coupl!e of days’ 
wear and see the useless mats they will 
turn into. If you must have a cheap 
mm, classof goods then, rather get them of a 
hi | cheaper 1 anufacturer, but avoid buying 
a poor quality of hair. Don’t be in a 
hurry to buy. See all others and ex- 
A amine Dorenwend’s ; and if you don't 
i) aimit that you can get better value for 
your money at the Paris Hair Works 
Hy} you can have the goods for nothing. 
Frontpieces, Bangs, Waves, Wigs, 
i} Switches, &c., & 

A, DORENWEND, Paris Hair 
Works, 103 and 165 Yonge Street 


A, EE. FAWCETT 


Successsor to C. Sheppard 


CHEMIST AND DRUGGIST 


67 King Street West 


Physicians’ prescriptions and family recipes accurately 
compounded. Telephone No. 73 


ARMAND'S H IR STORE 
407 Yonge Street 407 
HAIR GOODS 


All styles of ready-made Coiffures, Frontpieces, Fringes, 
Pompadour Fronts, Waves, half Wigs, entire Wigs, for 
Ladies and Gentlemen, always on hand or made to order on 
shortest notice. Best quality and best finish. 


Hair-dressing for Balls, Soirees, Theater, 
Photos, etc. 
Hair Trimming, Singeing and Shampooing 
HAIR DYEING 


and Restoring to its Original Color, in ten different shares, 
Price per bottle 31 50 and 23.00 Extract of Walnuts. 




















Sole Agency for Canada Wholesale and Retail 


ARMAND’S HAIR STORE 
407 Yonge Street 407 


TORONTO, Ont. } 







ora. a BS ae lay: 
Plumber S Gasfitter 
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| 
| 
The Light | 
Ruaning Do- 
mestic Sewing 
Machine, 


The first High 
\rm, the first 
Cvlinder shutile, 
the first Large 
Bobbin, the first 
Drop Leaf, the 
first Self Setting 
Needle, the firet 
Loose Pulley, the 
first Under Braider 


R.¢. 
WILLIAMSON 
677 Queen tf. 


Weat 








EARLY FALL GOODS 


W. A. MURRAY & CO. 


Have now opened 250 cases of British ard Foreign Nevelties for the Early Fall Trade, cor.- 
sisting of Silks, Velvets, Plushes, French Dress Seeds, Far cy Flanr els, Lace Gcods, Dress 
Trimmings, Fancy Ribbens, Mantles, Jackets, Ulsters, Wraps, Children’s Mantles, Cleak- 
ings, Shawls, Skirts, Corsets, Children’s Dresses ard Fancy Ccocs of every description. 


Early inspection invited by 


W. A. MURRAY & CO. 


17,19, 21, 23, 25 and 27 KING STREET EAST, and 12 COLBORNE STREET, TORONTO 








FURS! FURS! 
JAMES HARRIS & CO. 


99 Yonge Street 


Are now showing a magnificent range or 
BOAS and MUFFS in BEAR and all 
fashionable furs. 


Our Large Full Black Boas 


at $15 are the best ever offered in the 
city at the price. 


Seal Mantles and Walking Jackets 


ARE OUR SPECIALTY 


We guarantee a PERFECT FIT, and 
use only the best material in their manu- 
facture. 


[REPAIRING PROMPTLY ATTENDED TO 


JAMES HARRIS & CO. 


99 Yonge Street, Toronto 











RANGES 


Will burn fcr months with- 
out rekindling, and save at 
least one-third of the fuel 
ordinarily used. Cven will 
bake perfectly at any time 
of the day. 


Over 30,000 now in use 
in Canada. 


Every range” guaranteed 
to give satisfaction. 





C.S.M DONALD & CO. 


IST Yonge Street 








“GREAT DRIVES 


IN FINE 


COMBINATION DRESS GOODS 


HS. MORISON & CO, 218 Yonge Street 


Having purchased for cash at 50c. on the $ the following lines, which we sell at the 
undermentioned prices : 


100 All-wool Borcered Costumes at $4, | 100 All-wool Broche Combinations at $6, 


cheap at $8. unequalled in the trade at $12.50. 


100 All-woo! Bordered Costumes at $5,| 50 pieces 4&-in. Heavy All-wool Amazon 


cheap at $16. | Cloth at 60c. 


125 as Broche Combinations at $4.75, | 5O pieces 45-in. Heavy All-wool Cashmere 
worth $10 at 60c. 


100 pieces 45-in. Super. Al!l-wool Henrietta Cloths 


In 65 of the new leading shades, all with Buttons, Fringes and Trimmings to match. 


OPENED UP TC-DAY---4 cases Novelties in Street Jackets, Misses’ and 
Ladies’ Ulsters, Wraps, &c. 


> A Mantle and Dresomaking Our Snecilty 
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LAST PART OF A THREE PART S(ORY. 


A WAYWARD CHARGE ; 


OR, SORE LET 


Bx Fa. 


®* The following morning 1 arose, not without 
fear, lest my protege might again raise some 
objection to our plan. His nervousness showed 
itself in his manner, but he seemed to be en- 
deavoring to master his agitation, and if he 
had any of his old misgivings he had deter- 
mined not to whine about them. 

We left the house in a cab before many 
people were stirring, and reached Liverpool 
street station fifteen minutes before our 
train was due. There we stood for some 
time under the great glass roof, watching 
the people, mostly young men, streaming 
out past us to the London streets from 
different platforms as the trains came in. 
Presently [left Jonn, telling him to wait where 
he was till I returned from the ticket office, 
and he promised to do so. But when I present- 
ly returned with two tickets for Settling, 
could see no John. At first I was only a little 
annoved ; wondered how it was I overlooked 
him, and standing where we had parted I 
turned all round, scanning the changing groups. 

I hastened, two steps at a time, to the ticket 
office again, looking for him. | Then I thought 
of the waiting-rooms, returned, and hurriedly 
thrust my head into one after another, and 
scanned eaxerly a few shabby individuals who 
looked up startled as I, with anxious face, 
broke in upon their rest. 

Just as I dashed from the threshold of the 
waiting rcoms to the light and noise of the 
main building, my notice was caught by a glass 
door near me which was swinging noiselessly ; 
it was that of the refreshment room. As I 
turned to it its swing was given fresh impetus 
from within, and let out, almost into my arms, 
John Bryant. 
doubt he would have liked to have composed 
his features before meeting me, for his eyes 
were brimming with water and his face was 
purple, as if his breath had been swept away in 


a flood of refreshments and had not recovered | five-pound note. I held that out to him. He 


PAINE, 


He was rather taken back; no 


AND HINDERED- . 


" Then I wanted to know if he were ready for 
me to bring his father and mother, or would he 
be better if he had a nap first? 

He seemed very sure that he would ; why not 
wait, he asked, till he had a long sleep? He | 
began to declare so positively that he would 
feel much better about evening, that I laughed 
to myself at his caprices. He would have made 
me conclude he was speaking froma long ex: | 
perience of the effects of drink had I not been | 
| aware that it dated only from the previous day. 
Yet I thought myself that rest would improve 
| him; anyhow he would look better by candle 
| light. Then the smell of spirits might be re- 
{moved somehow before the evening, and I[ 

should have plenty of time to decide on the 
| name of the attack from which he was suffer- 








ng. 
* Wait till night,” he begged. ‘‘ No one will 

| know we’re here. You can lock the door and 

| go to sleep too.” 

| I thought to myself that it was hard I should 

| have to stay in there without any thing to eat 


could even stay hungry if it were better for 
him. 

The driver was at the side door. I remem- 
bered I ought to hurry back and dismiss him so 
that he could leave with his conveyance before 


any one about the house saw it. So I told John | 


to go to sleep, tucked the counterpane around 
him, shut himinthe room, and went noiselessly 
| to the outer door. 
| The driver had sat down on the steps. He 
| was a dull fellow, as I said before, and did not 
know | had returned till I touched his shoulder, 
Then he rose slowly. 

‘Four shillings,” he said, keeping his hand 
| extended whiie I took out my purse to get the 
money. 

I had not enough silver in my pockets, and 

in the purse I could tind nothing less thana 


took it, gazed at it wonderingly, and looked at 


' till night, for I had had no dinner; but | felt I | 


itselfp Then he had been drinking again ! 
Weill, it could not be undone now, and it was | me. I told him what it was worth. 


better than giving me the slip. What a weak “What!” he exclaimed. ‘‘Give you four 
fellow he was, needing continual watching to | poun’, sixteen shillings? I ain’t got a penny 
keep him to his resolurions ! _ | wich me; beside, if I had——” 

I did not say a word, but handed him his He turned over the note and stared at the 
ticket and hurried him off to the platform | otherside doubtfully. Then he looked up, eyed 
where our train was waiting. He had evi- | me slowly up and down, and shook his head 
dently made the most of his opportunities ; his | again. 
face was deeply flushed and I felt sure that the [had been watching him with growing an- 
effects of the liquor he had drank would be | noyance and anger. 
visible still more plainly later on. But I tried ** What do you mean by that?” I exclaimed. 
to hope for the best as I looked at him sorrow- | “I want to come to some settlement. I don’t 
fully. He met my gaze with an unkindly want your fly to stand there all day; the Bry- 
expression which hurt me. He had_ never ants will see it before long. What’s wrong 
shown much gratitude for all I was doing for | with you? Don’t you think I am to be trusted 
his good; I may say he had never shown a_ with four shillings? ’ 
particle. I received thanks only from the “Naw!” he burst out. ‘‘I don’t! I don’t 

rateful couple at Settling; yet he had never | trust menas is soskeered of any one seein’’em; 
ooked resentful. _ | first at the station and now here!” 

fo me the journey was atryingone. But in ‘If you won't trust me, I will you. Take the 
due time the train drew up and stopped at 
Settling. Il looked out. A few passengers had 
jumped down on the platform and were hurry- 
ing along to the gate which let them out on the 
road. Two or three vehicles were standing 
there, and among them I thotght I saw old 
George Bryant’s gray horse and the cart in 
which he had driven me. 


the change from you any time I go through 
Settling,” and I held the note out to him 
grandly. 

** Naw, naw,” he said, backing from it. ‘‘ How 
do I know that’s good money? I want four 
shillings.” 

‘*For goodness sake, man, go!” I burst out. 

Iturned to Johu. He was sitting vacantly | ‘I have no time to argue, even if you could 
blinking, still under the influence of liquor. | understand. You cau come here at any time 
No wonder, for he had found opportunity to | and get it from Mr. Bryant. I suppose you 
drink frcm a traveling flask he carried, and of know him well enough. You will trust him, I 
which I succeeded in gaining possession only uess.” 
when it was too late to prevent him from tast- ‘*“Who?” heasked. ‘‘ Mr. George Bryant?” 
ing its contents. * Yes, yes,” I answered. 

The bell was ringing for the train to start ‘**Do you think he'll be willing to pay?” 
when I dragged him out on the platform, and | “ Yes, indeed he will.” 
with him hanging on my arm, went slowly to- ** Well, that’ll be all right then,” said the 
wards the gate through which all the other | man. ‘* Why didn't you tell meso before. I'll 
passengers had some time before disappeared. | cail him now.” 

A porter in dark green corduroys with half, He saw me look bewildered and alarmed. I 
their original number of brass buttons, came to | did not want Mr. Bryant to know of our ar- 
take our tickets. = rival yet. John would be better later, and I 

‘‘Go and ask Mr. Bryant to come here,” I had not completed my preparations for the 
asked him. : meeting. 

““Mr, Bryant,” he repeated. “He’s gone) ‘J'dlike to speak to him, anyhow,” said the 
home.” lout. ‘Seems to me he ought to know there’s 

“Gone!” I exclaimed, and hurried out to strangers gettin’ in at the side door. 
ook for nie hae ae a, ee — The fellow said it in a contemplative way, 
d meen ared. = y. Y tokcctembat tin telen ta then left me on the steps and walked deliber- 

evame to meet us, Owe ately along the side of the house towards the 


— Bryant had driven away only a few front. He was going to find Mr. Brvant. 
mivuutes ago; perhaps he concluded we had not 
arrived, said the porter, for we had been so 
long getting out. 

I told the man that I must take my compan- 
ion on to Mr. Bryant’s. What means were 
there of going? Instead of giving me the infor 
mation at once, he expressed curiosity to know 
who John was, saying it seemed strange a man 
of his appearance should want to go to old Mr, 
Bryant's, of all places. 

I ordered him to answer my question at once, 
so he said his people could have a tly or some 
conveyance ready for us within an _ hour. 
Thankful for this small mercy, I waited until 
the vehicle was driven up to the station, when 
I found that the driver was a countryman of 
the dullest nature, a fact that I afterward re- 
gretted. 

We had four miles to go, and John soon 
looked better for his ride in the open air. It 
seemed now really for the besc that his father 
had missed us at the station: yet when we 
reached home I feared his parents would cer- 
tainly see that he had been drinking. I thought fore. L 
of the cowslip wine his mother was keeping | Started across the brick paved hall. 
for us. She would not press him to drink any reached the parlor door it was suddenly opened, 
now, I thought. Poor old lady ! and old Bryant, who had heard my steps, put 


Then an idea struck me! If only I could | his head out. 


smuggle him into my room at the side of the I advanced smilingly. 
house! ‘The old couple might not see exactly | to my greeting, he popped back into the room; 


, 


know of our arrival now ; there was no way to 
hinder it. 

**Stop,” I said, plucking his sleeve. ‘* Stop! 
I'm going to see Mr. Bryant myself. There's 
no need for you to go. I'll get your four shill- 
ings ; just wait outside here.” 

‘Oh, well, that’s all right, then,” he said. 
‘*Why didn’t you say that first?” 

Then he stood still. 

It was very annoying that this trifle should 
mar the completeness of my plans; still I hoped 
it might have no bad result. I walkedin atthe 
front door, which stood open. One thought 
enlivened me ; by showing myself now I should 
not, after all, have to wait till night before I 
had my dinner. 


ting room. 
around it, and every sign of recent occupation ; 
but the Bryants were gone, 

I heard vcices in the room opposite. Prob- 
ably they had a visitor, as I had suspected be- 


Instead of responding | 


five pounds,” I cried, indignantly. ‘‘I wiil get | in 


I paused in the hall and looked into the sit- | 
There was a fire there, chairs | 


I left the sitting room threshold and | Could I submit to that? 


| Grateful! Oh, inconceivable ! 


itself upon him. He was afraid of the stranger 
for he was whining : 

“Don’t call! Don’t—you dou't know who he 
is—that man!” 

** Who he is?” I exclaimed scornfully, ‘‘ what 
difference does it make, coward?” 

He did not speak, but there was something | 
in his dread that arrested my thoughts and 
spread itself to me. 

door. 


‘John Bryant!” I exclaimed, drawing back 
and staring. “John Bryant?) And who are 


you?’ f 
‘**My name is Douglas—Edwin Farthing 
Douglas.” 


At first I wanted to say something, but be- 
fore I was able to speak I lacked the desire. 
Presently I knew I felt worn out, and sank 
intoachair. It was useless to turn upon this 
fellow. What was old Mr. Bryant aud his son 


‘““Who is he?” I asked, turning from the | 
“Who is he?” 
‘*He is John Bryant!” | 





-—what were they going todo with the impos- 
tor? Why had they locked him up?—and me 
with him! They thought I was his accom- 
plice! Yes, everybody very naturally would. 
A vivid conception of another imprisonment 
to come sickened me. 
me when I told them I had credited this fel- 
low’s tale. I sat fora long time silently strug- 
gling to escape my terrible thought--that they 
would not. 

At last I went to the window ; it was an old- 
fashioned affair; I threw back un its hinges 
the part which opened like a little door, and 


called loudly for Mr. Bryant, called again and 
again, waiting between miy calls; he did not 
answer and I began to fear that he never 
would, 

He would not give me even a hearing; but 
presently, to my great relief, there slowly ap 
peared from the front of the house the figure of 
his old wife, who stood still at the corner. I re 
membered her kind-heartedness, and how we 
had parted the day before. 

‘“Mrs. Bryant! Mrs. Bryant!” I cried. 
**Tell your husband to come here a minute, 
please.” 

She appeared to hesitate. 


ant,’ I implored. 

She turned the corner, and soon appeared 
again, bringing the old farmer. I knew she 
would not failme She stood at adistance to 
hear what went on, while he, with a disturbed 
face, came along the path to my window. 

** Now,” he began, ‘‘it’s no use making any 
disturbance; the less noise you make the bet- 
terit’ll be forye. You're both locked in, and——” 

** But,” I exclaimed, ‘* I assure you I’ve noth- 
ing to dowith it. You must let me out. Ihad 
no idea, sir——” 

‘Tell all that to the pleecemen presently. 
They will let you out,” he said, and to my dis 
may seemed about to go. 

**Policemen? Stop!” Ilcried. *‘‘I have only 
just found out the truth—John--I mean—I for- 
get his name-—-he has just told me who he is. 
Now do stop and listen! I met him on board 
the Polonia; he will tell you the same thing— 
and I believed everything he said.” 

I thought the farmer began to eye me won- 


| deringly; my earnestness was making itself 


felt. He shook his head and looked question- 
gly toward his wife. 

** What are you going todo?” Icried. ‘ Tell 
me that. What did you mean by policemen? 
Are you yoing to call the policemen for me?” 

He answered stoutly,—— 

“Te. 

I threw myself as tar out as the narrow win- 
dow frame would let me, and appealed to Mrs. 
Bryant this time. 

**Mrs. Bryant, you will tell him to listen, I 
am sure.” 

** Now, George,” she cried, ‘‘don’t you know 
how he talked when he first come here? Didn't 
be try to pass for our boy himself? Answer 
me that. Are you going to be talked over by 
him?” Then she addressed me. ‘* Ugh, you 
old sinner, you know it! 
wouldn’t work, and now you bring another 
feller and lay him down, they tell me, with his 
muddy boots on my clean bed !” 

That was the ‘dear old lady”! Motherly! 

Monstrous ! 


There was no one to depend upon now, no one; 
I had not a hope left, and knowing it, I sub- 
sided into the room again. The impostor was 
on the bed again; I sat down a long distance 
from him. 

The suspense seemed endless. I heard the 
gate slam again and four or five men heavily 
tramping up the path, but it was only a band 
of farm laborers, for I heard their leader at the 
front door asking Mr. Bryant if they should 
come in, and they could make themselves use- 


Iran after him. Mr. Bryant would have to | ful, maybe, if the prisoners were “anyways 


obstreperous about going off.” 

At last the policemen themselves came. I 
heard their firm tread to my door, and they 
were accompanied by a rabble of spectators 
who, I knew, were dropping off from them and 
ranging themselves about the passage. 

I should be taken out among them soon., At 
least I would not be ‘‘obstreperous;” If they 
were incapable of being suppressed by a calm 
deportment, at least the report of it might have 
influence on the general public, or a judge and 
jury. 

The key was turned, and I hardened my 
heart to face the door stoutly. Two men and 
two policemen entered, but before the door 
was closed behind them I saw what they car- 
| ried in their bands, and all else was blotted 
| from my sight. They were bringing handcuffs, 
and it had flashed upon me that they would 
fetter me to the man from whom, to point our 
disassociation, I had been keeping the room's 
length. What about my stoical calmness now ? 
They were putting 


Before I | the “steel bracelets” on him while I strove to 


answer myself. I knew, though I felt blinded, 
that they were dragging him across the room 
to me, forcing him, for he resisted. But what 
I was going to say or do I know not, for at that 
instant I saw and knew the face of the first. 





what was wrong if they met him away from 
the bright daylight. I wondered if they would 
believe that the trembling of his hands was the 
effect of filial excitement. 

It would be an innocent deception and a 
humane one to ward off sorrow from all parties 
concerned. I could not believe that I should 
be doing wrong to attempt it, and as I pond- 
ered I began to have considerable hope of suc 
ceeding. 


riedly with some one within. I was standing 


of reception, when the door handle turned and 


before. I had not found a thought to explain 
manner, straight forward, as though they 
might be going to run over me. 
There was only one obstacle which, though I The stranger grasped my arm. 
could not cease to think of it, I saw no way of ‘** Where's the fellow that came with you?” 
surmounting; that was the strong smell of he demanded. 
spirits that hung upon John. I could not vet Before I had time to know what he meant, 
see what name I could give his illness tohinder old Mr. Brvant called out, without taking any 
his parents from embracing him and thus de- | notice of me,—— 
tecting it. I did not believe his mother would “TI know! He’s in the side room. Go on, 
stand off even for something infectious, now !” he cried, with a peremptory sign to me, 
Presently I saw the farm buildings and the and I was so at aloss to understand anything 
poplar trees round the house when I[ looked except the command of his tone and manner, 
ahead from the window. I felt sure that old | that [ hurried before them down the hall. 
Mr. Bryant must have been home some time I opened the door and passed into my room 
before us. I hoped that one or both of the men without a pause, for the couple were at my 
who had started from the station with him heels. John, at our sudden appearance, started 
were at his house, for if they were he and his’ up, and stared from the bed, with widely 
wife would probably be busy entertaining opened eyes, at the two men. 
them, and we should be the more likely to get They did not enter, but stood together on the 
to my room without being seen. threshold ; they took no heed of me, glared 
I stopped the driver and made him under- 
stand that I did not wish to disturb the glance. I felt that something strange was | 
Bryants by any sounds of our arrival. My | going on, and tried vainly to understand what | 
scheme succeeded admirably, and in a few | it meant. 
minutes John was safely smuggled ¢ato my Next, the tall, dark man drew the key from 
room. I closed the door and made him liedown | the inner side of the door. slipped it in the 
on the bed. outer, and before I had grasped anything of 
Here you are, home again at last,” I said, | the situation, or speken a single word, 
patting his pillow. ‘I feel proud of my suc- | and I were locked in, and they were tramping 


the door closed, and I heard him speaking hur- | 


in perfect amazement at this reception, or lack | 


Mr. Bryant reappeared, behind him a tall man, | 
with black whiskers, whom I had never seen | 


this when they burst out, in a very excited | 


| predicament. 





cess ; we will have you married next. Nomore away up the hall. 
yielding to drink then; she will be firm about The first feeling that defined itself was a/| 
thar. She has a strong face. ‘ It struck me | flash of indignation tingling through my veins | 
directly I saw her. Don t you think so, John?” | at the treatment, and I fell to knocking, ca!l- | 
He turned heavily on his bed. ing, and then kicking at the door. Pausing | 
“She won't bave me now ; it’s no use talking | for breath, I noticed John beside me; he had 
about that. She will see what I am.” left the bed, and stood with his trembling 
“* No, I don't believe any one need know,” I | hand extended, as if he wanted to lay iton my | 
said. ‘I will tell them it’s agitation you've | arm. 
got. It was agitation that made you drink,| ‘‘ Don’t?” he cried. “ Don't!” 
you know. Can't you trust me yet? You I saw in his attitude, and in his every 
never look at the bright side of things.” | feature, such cowardice that my anger turned | 


It was Bernard! Mr, Tom Bernard of Read- 
ing. 
**What!” he cried, recognizing me at the 
same moment. “ You! It is you!” 

At last my mouth opened. 

““ Bernard,” I exclaimed, ‘“‘you know me; 
help me out of this—this awful situation.” 

**Good heavens!” he cried. *‘ Why, how on 
earth——” 

He addressed the policemen. 

‘*Srop! This is a great mistake! This is a 
friend of mine! Dont touch him!” 

They stood still, holding the wretched im- 
poster by the arms. Every one was silent, and 

looked at the others wonderingly. I saw that 
the second man of the two who had come to 
help the policemen was the one with black 
whiskers—the real John Bryant. 

** How perfectly ridiculous!” cried Tom Ber- 
nard. But I suppose he remembered it was a 
serious matter to me, ‘‘ Wait, all of you,” he 
said. ‘I must tell your father, John.” 

He hurried to the door and called in Mr. 
Bryant. As he entered, his wife followed him, 
a murmur of disappointment arose from the 
people awaiting our appearance, and was cut 
off by the door being closed again. 

Bernard told Bryant that I could not be 


only at him, and then exchanged a questioning | arrested ; I was not guilty of trying to wrong 


them in any way. He had no idea, he said, 
how I had managed to get myself into such a 
} I was his friend, and my posi- 
tion and character rendered suspicion absurd. 

To all this the old farmer listened silently, 
casting troubled looks at Bernard and me, and 
at the end turned with a still more wondering 
expression to his wife, as though seeking her 
advice. She was evidently still enraged, and 
would not accept any new ideas about the 
affair. 

The old man looked rather timidly at me and 
at the prisoner, then, since his wife would give 
him no guidance, he said to Bernard : 


** Well, sir, I'm very sorry, I'm sure, Idon’t 
know what's to be done with him. What 

| about the other f+ llow?”’ 
‘*Who is he?” Bernard asked me. ‘* Where 


did you pick him up?” 
Then I explained as well as I could in my 


Surely they'd believe | 


looked out along the side of the house. Then I | 










‘*T must tell him something, dear Mrs. Bry- 


. Wond 
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state of mind. I told them I had met him on 
the steamer and tried to help him. I had 
thoroughly believed his story. Once, though, 
I doubted it; then I had cabled to Bernard 
himself, and he had written a most flattering 
account of John Bryant. I believed his name 
was John Bryant. 

**Stop a moment,” said cld Bryant, ‘ Let 
the policeman sit down over there, and this 
fellow, too. The crowd outside’s getting im- 
patient. I'll tell them to go.” 

He opened the door. Among the foremost 
faces was the prepossessing one of Kitty 
Cowlet. He told her and the rest of them 
something of what had happened, at which 
they seemed disappointed, and all slowly de- 
parted. 

After this Mr. Bernard began to explain. He 
had received my inquiry about John Bryant. 
He knew John had expected to be in England 
by that time, and he wrote supposing I had met 
him there. A few days later he was called sud- 
denly to Londoa himself on business, when, 
occupied with his preparations, he had seen 
young Mr. Bryant, and joined him a little later 
on the voyage ; heremembered being surprised 
to find John only just starting, but he was too 
busy to give a thought then to the inquiry he 
had received from me, 

“But then,” said I, ‘‘on the steamer he 
showed me a letter of introduction from you. 
What about that?” 

‘*T can tell you all about that, sir,” said the 
tall man in black—John Bryant. ‘This fellow, 
Douglas—that is his real nanme—stole it from me 
with a lot of others. We boarded at the same 





housein Reading. Three weeks ago he went off 


suddenly, owing the landlady about thirty dol- 
la-s for board, and a pocketbook of mine dis- 
apveared with him. He knew I was preparing 
to visit my home in England, and that I 
had been saving money for it. I guess 
he thought he would find the money 
in the pocketbook, but there was very 
litrle in it besides letters. I thought he'd 
feel taken in when he found what he had; I 
never dreamed of his putting them to any use. 
It delayed my start, though, for I tried to find 
him, but had to give it up, and determined to 
make my journey. I thought perhaps I should 
get some more ietters of introduction, and so 
on, written. I went to Mr. Bernard, and found 
him just starting for London himself, and he 
was cind enough to say we could come to- 
gether, so here we are, you see.” 

Upen this the impostor Douglas began 
to excuse himself; he seemed much 
less fearful and timorous than he 
was before he was exposed. The impu- 
dent fellow tried to make it appear that it 
was not his fault that he was there. In his 
excuses he turned continually to me, asking if 
I could deny his unwillingness to come. I 
forced him to acknowledge that he had con- 
ceived the plan of personating Jobn Bryant 
before I had ever seen him, but next he declar- 
ed he had soon grown undecided about it; he 
felt it was too risky a thing to attempt, but I 
had continually assured him that he would 
succeed. 

He went on in this strain just as though I 
had not done what I had from the best of 
motives. I hoped as they listened they could 
all see what a false light he threw upon my 
acts ; all of them, at least, except Mrs, Bryant; 
it was impossible to hope it of her, for she 
listened to his stories as tnough she were glad 
to hearthem. Having previously made up her 
mind that I was a deceiver, she was most un- 
willing to change it; her husband seemed to 
have gone over to Mr. Barnard's side without 
having waited for her example, and that made 
her all the more obstinate. 

She inquired sarcastically if both of us were 
to be turned loose ; it didn’t seem fair to keep 
the otherin handcuffs, And when Bernard told 
her it was not only absurd but insulting to him 
to speak of me so, and her son tried to reason 
with her, she yielded ground very grudgingly. 

‘“*I never will believe,” she said, ‘* that he’s 
all he should be. I know a good deal about his 
carryings on, Something more than you do, 


sir.” 
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**Tt’s too plain what he wants her for,” she 
continued, ‘‘ He ccmes to me ard finds out all 
about her savings, how much land they farm, 
and I don’t know whatall. Wants to know if 
she’ll be a saving wife, manage without hiring 
any one in the house, and do her own milking. 
I never saw what he was driving at till next 
day. 

“ Kitty, eh? He chose a pretty name, any- 
how,” said Tom Bernard. ‘* Where does she 
live, on the next farm? You must take me to 
see her, Mrs. Bryant. I wouldn’t go back to 
America without knowing what she is like for 
| anything.” 

Here the prisoner, who was sitting on the 
bed between the two poiicemen, made a sud- 
den hoarse noise, a kind of laugh, drew the 
attention of all to him, and made them con- 
| sider how he was to be disposed of, John Bry- 
he said that if he were prosecuted, I should 








certainly be involved in the disgrace and pub- 
! licity of it; and if he represented the facts as 
! he had done, I might appear implicated in the 
| crime too. I could not help seeing this. It 

was an embarrassing situation, for the Bryants 

as well as myself. 
I determined to show mercy to the wretched 
Douglas as John Bryant hadshown ittome. | 
| would take him back with me to London, and 
try to induce him to lead a better life. Instead 
| of being an impostor and a burden upon his 
race, he might be taught to be a useful member 
of society, perhaps, at last, a benefactor of his 
fellow creatures—a Philanthropist. 

i 1 broke an embarrassing silence and inquired 

| if the fly was still at the gate, heard that it 
was, and rose to go to it, the man Douglas 
following me rather unsteadily. 

| As may be supposed. no one asked me to stay 
longer, though all, except Mrs. Bryant, came 

to the gate to see me off. 

Tom Bernard, after we had entered the car- 
| riage, stood close to the window and delayed 
our start with his talk. 
| “It is too bad,” he said, “ your running away 
without Miss Kitty. I'm going to call and see 
her to morrow. You mustn't be jealous, I 
want to let them know in Reading what your 
taste is. I know—I'll have her photographed.” 

I glared at him and shouted to the driver to 
start, 

I was sorry afterward, considering what a 
service he had done just before, for being out 
of temper with Bernard; but Iamsure I didn't 
hurt his feelings. I don’t believe he has any 
feelings for he was laughing. 

Douglas was in the corner of the carriage 
opposite me. 

“You heard it!” I exclaimed. ‘Why 
couldn't you tell them the truth about the 
woman? Come, if you'll do it now I'il stop 
while you go back. She might marry you yet; 
indeed she might.” 

He stared wonderingly at me; I thought he 
was speculating whether it were likely. 

‘*She would marry you!” I said, ‘She is 
really well off, and then her influence, too, on 
your character——” 

*“*Good heavens!” he exclaimed. ‘‘I have 
seen her, I saw herinthe hail. Influence on 
my character! Let me go to the dogs my own 
way in future!” 








THE END, 





| The Cigar as Matrimonial Agent. 


An interesting treatise might be written on 
; the important part tobacco plays in many 
countries. In some parts of Holiand it is the 
custom for young men to employ cigars as & 
preliminary to courtship. When a youth is 
smitten with the charms of a maiden fair to 
see, he rings the door-bell of the house where 
she lives and asks for a match to light his 
| cigar. This little manceuvre is merely in- 
tended to arouse the attention of the parents. 
But when he calls again under the pretence 
of getting a light for his cigar, they know 
what is in the wind and take their meas- 
ures accordingly, so as to be ready to 
give the young man his answer next time 
he calls. The third visit follows closely on 
the second. Ifthe suitor is not accepted, he is 


All, including myself, looked ipaalringly ab | refused a light and the door is shut in his face. 


her, and wondered what she could mean, 

though she wanted to tell, she waited till Ber- 
nard asked her to explain her words. ‘ He 
eame here to make a match for himself. Yes, 
you may well stare,” she said to Bernard, ‘at 
his age! Why, sir, wili you believe it? the 
first night, when I spoke about the girl that 
has the next farm—he hadn't been here three 
hours—he came to me in hissly way and began 
asking me whether she'd make a good wife, 
and everything about her; and do you know, 


But if the parents, after careful inquiry into 
the young man’s position and antecedents, de- 
cide to favor his suit, he its politely served 
with a light and, for the first time, asked to 


step inside, where he is received by the fanily. 


Explanations follow. The ardent swair, as 4 
matter of form, states to the parents which of 
their daughters he has chosen as the object of 
his affection. As soon as this point is settled 
the young lady steps forward and the two join 
hands. If by this time he has finished his 


the next morning, in spite of his hardly having | cigar, his intended bride offers him another 


time for his train, and he kept it secret from 
us where he was going, and hurried off across 
the flelds to see her.” 

Bernard was hanging on every word of this 
nonsensical story ; he seemed as if he could not 
keep serious, as though it were the best joke in 
the world, especially when he saw my indigna- 
tion and confusion. Of course he could not be- 
lieve it, but he would delight in having any- 
thing of that kind to tell, particularly about 
me, 


and also a light. An engagement bas never 
been known to be cancelled at which a second 
cigar was smoked in the house of the young 
lady's parents, 


oo 


Art In Dress. 


There are indications that the ‘* Box” over- 
coat will be more worn than usaal, during the 
coming season. Taylor & Co., Art Tailors, 89 
Yonge street. 
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An Ideal. 


BY TYNDALL GRAY, 
For Saturday Night. 

Seyton Synnot, Q.C., of Synnot & Davenport, 
sat in the livrary of his house and nibbled the 
feather of a quill pen. 

Mr. Svnnot was wont to say to an apprecia- 
tive friend, that in many ways he, Synnot, 
lived in the past—an apology, may be, for the 
quill, an old-fashioned custom he still adhered 





to. 

If, as he stated, he lived in the past, certainly 
at this moment of his life he seemed to give 
credence to his belief; for with the feather be- 
tween his teeth and a letter in his hand he ap- 
peared to be a picture of perfect abstraction. 

The fire in the old-fashioned fire-place slowly 
waned—there was not much necessity for it, 
cer ainly—and twilight followed daylight, and 
shadows'— unbidden guests—took possession 
of the room; yet the gray head still reclined 
against the back of the cushioned chair, and 
its occupier still dreamed over, and still held, 
the long closely-written letter in his hand. 

At last the hand was slowly raised, and first 
the letter was set upon the tabe before him, 
and then the bell at his side was touched, a 
lamp was brought in, and the subdued light 
from beneath its reading shade revealed the 
dreamer. 

A facé full of refinement, and with a certain 
sadness that spoke through eyes and lips. Hair 
that was yray— na) ! almost white, and in very 
striking contrast to the black mustache that 
fringed the lips. 

A face that might have belonged when 
young toa student of art in any of its follow. 
ings, and in which it was hard (even after the 
many years he had devoted to law) to recognize 
the wreatest criminal lawyer of his colony. 

Juries loved to hang upon his words, and 
often were to be seen, open-mouthed, gaping, 
carried out of themselves by the passion of his 
eloquence, by his subtle knowledge of human 
feelings, and of natures. 

No wretch that dreaded a judge dreaded ap 
plying to Seyton Synnot for counsel ; his only 
faults, a careless disregard for book law, and a 
too great fondness for addressing a jury. 

As he fingered the missive again, vestiges of 
the past he loved to dwell in rose up before 
him—those student days; that close little 
boarding-house ; his fellow-student and 
boarder, Bert Neville—Bert, who had been his 
senior only by a few years, his superior only 
in point of wealth. 

He himself was rich now, but what was the 
value of money to him !—at forty, a bache- 
lor of regular habits, with no one to spend it 
on, or even to waste it on—what did he care 
for money now! When, as he muses to him- 
self, he says: “At twenty I would have sold 
my soul to have the wealth I now possess.” 

The letter, however, is opened again, and 
sadiv, with many pauses, it is re read for the 
second or third time. 

** Poor old fellow!” he comments, *‘ so he had 
to call me ‘dear old man,’ even on his dying 
bed.’ * 

** Dear old man,” the reader began, in a low, 
sweet voice,—‘*By the time you are dreamily 
opening this letter ‘of mine, in your old man- 
ner, I, your old friend, the old Bert Neville, 
will be beyond an answer. 

“TI write thus, for my instructions to my 
executors are to forward this letter to you, at 
my death.” 

I'nen che writer told of his great suffering; 
how he had long been expecting death ; that 
his time had been alloted to him-—-so many 
days, no more; then writing of his daughter, 
the reader read, with moistened eyes : 

“IT know, my old friend, you will look after 
her—1I know it. I need not speak of why—for 
have we not shared eighteen years sorrowing 
over the same sorrow? Have we not grieved 
together? Therefore, I feel sure—safe in trust- 
ing my Etta to your care. 

**Poor child! she needs your friendship. I 
have been all she has had since her early cnild- 
hood. And now—but enough of this. Dear 
friend, good bye! As there is aGod in heaven, 
I shall hope to meet you again. Your friend- 
ship, and Etta’s love, have been as sunlight on 
my darkened path. God grant that Ecta may 
lighten your gloom, as she has brightened 
mine.” 

A few more passionate phrases and the letter 
closed, signed in a scribbling hand, * Bert Ne- 
ville.” 

** Poor old Bert !” escaped from the lips of the 
reader. ** cancer on the tongue! My God! what 

a horrible death! Poor old fellow! You were 
the one that gained everything,—and yet, 
you lost as much! Which, atter all, of us two. 
has been the happier? You had happiness for 
a day, but when the sun went down you lived 
in twilight ever after. Whereas, on me the | 
sun but rose to shine, for gloom was my in- 
heritance before the sun went down. Bert! 





| 
Bert! you are right; friendship and love are | 
sunlight on the paths of men, | 

**Poor child,” continued the speaker, ‘‘ your 
life has been saddened, you have lost much 
that vou loved. Yes! yes! I will do all Il can, 
all—1I—-can—for such as you.” 

Then the head reclined once more, well back, | 
in the arm chair, and the dreamer was once 
more back in the land of dreams; but two 
things had been decided—everything should be 
got rea’y for Etta, and he, himself, would | 
go and meet her. g 

Aud su 1c bhappened, a few days later, on 4 
bright September evening before the sky and 
the water had yet grown cold, while the many 
hues of warm tints that suffused the one in 
reflecting upon the mirrowy surface of the 
other, seemed to warm the very depths of the 
latter by its own most gorgeous coloring, amid 
the gloaming of a day like this Seyton Synnot 
drove down through the crowded city to the 
station by the water's edge, to fulfil his self- 
made promise. 

Lightly he stepped from the driving seat of 
his handsome wagonette and entered the 
station. 

As he paced up and down the platform wait- 
ing for the express from New York, now stop- 
ping for a moment to exchange a few words 
with an acquaintance, now nodding in reply to 
the numerous nods directed towards him, the 
eminent Q. C did not give the impression of a 
man passing by the shady side of forty. 

Tne train, so long expecte d, at length arrived: 
the passengers descended and ascended, and 
yet no tall fair girl with blue eyes was to be 
seen, % 

‘Plenty of blondes and many brunettes— 
pretty too!” thought the searcher, as he peered 
snreser the crowd at each one, but none could 
ve Etta. 

And so the Puilman car was gone through, 
and the now anxious lawyer argued with him 
self as to whether Etta could have lost the 
train or not; that perhaps he had better wait 
for the next train, and that Joe had better put 
the horses up ; and so Joe was forthwith started 
for; but scarcely had he reached the outside of 
the station again and caught a view of his car 
riage, than with a sudden reel, Mr, Seyton 
Synnot fell in a dead faint into the arms of a 
porter who had noticed the shock and seen the 
start in time to catch the falling man. 

The faint that Mr. Synnot had seemingly 
fallen into so deeply, proved but momentary 
and Erta’s efforts were soon rewarded; the 
eyelids quivered, then the eyes opened, the lips 
moved, and Etta quickly anticipating the faint 





man’s wants, put the flask of brandy she had | 


with her to his lips. 

A short pause, during which time color had 
again returned to the so lately pallid lips, and 
the temporary invalid apologized in a whisper, 
and then in answer to a carefully veiled in- 
guiry, said, ‘‘ Yes! I took you for your mother! 
We were great friends, you know, and I never 
saw her since she left here on her wedding 
day. But come, we must get home or Mrs 
Grafton will eat my head off, and as she is my 
housekeeper the result might be disastrous to 
our dinner.” 

So the horses were again in use, and between 
the air and the pretty girl the driver was soon 
himself again ; it was a long drive home, but to 
Etta everything was so new that she scarcely 
noticed the distance, or indeed the conversa- 


tion and questions as to her voyage with which 

her driver favored her. 

The firs of the old homestead of some bygone 
family, the home now of the popular Q. C., de- 
lighted her, and after having stroked the necks 
of the bays on alighting, she was ready to be in- 
troduced to Mrs. Grafton, widow, ruler of The 
Firs, who was standing, waiting for what to 
her meant a very important ordeal, both social 
and personal, 

And now at last Etta was settled in her new 
home. Dinner was over, the piano, especially 
ordered for her, being tried, and once more 
Seyton Synnot, QC., sat in the library of his 
house dreaming. 

This time, however, the past was undergoing 
the enactment of being buried, the future was 
being fast colored into glowing pictures, and 
in the centre of every picture one figure stood 
out. In years gone by, just such a one had 
been his day-dreaim, thos his ideal, snatched 
from him by the decree of fate, or perhaps, as 
he had often thought in years since, his pride 
and poverty had been too close friends, and 
had in their confidence lost him his happiness 
between them. Perhaps it had been so—his 
fault—but now a glorious future rose up before 
him, intoxicating in its hopes; his ideal had 
returned to him, and he was free—free as the 
very air. 

A look of great happiness and intense con- 
a stole over the enraptured dreamer’s 
ace, 

The past was dead and forgotten, and 
thoughts, otherwise than of fame, strengthened 
the new-born motive in the mind of him who 
had so lately dwelt within the past. 

For a time the dreamer of twilight dreams 
was left in silence, save for the ticking of the 
clock—the old-fashioned clock that filled the 
corner—and the falling of the ashes into the 
fire-place, till a clear, gentle tap at the door 
behind the curtains and a ‘May I come in?” 
broke like an awakening spell upon the mon- 
otony. 

“What! Thinking of saying ‘good night!’ 
Nonsense! It’s but early yet, and you have 
not sp:ken to me of your voyage,” and the 
pretty Etta was nalf-pushed, to be half buried, 
in the folds of the large arm chair the speaker 
had risen from when he opened the door. 

Half-reluctantly, seemingly, Etta spoke of 
her trip and the hundred aud one little things 
that happened to her on the way. 

She felt tired, but when she noticed the 
interest she had aroused in her father’s friend 
she chatted on brightly; and under the influ 
ence of a cross-questioning that was almost 
habitual, revealed to her examiner, who at first 
had been merely interested—then fascinated, 
three facts : 

1. That she had enjoyed her voyage. 

2. That a young man had been cause of en- 
joyment. 

5. That young man in question had beena 
Mr. Davenport. 

Soon the late witness in the cross examina- 
tion found herself after having firs: of all tried 
to feel interested herself, trying to interest her 
cross-examiner, then to please him, to rob that 
smile of his of some of its sadness—a sadness 
that seemed to grow under her very eye—much 
she felt she would give to be able to call up one 
happy smile. But no, she could not, for when 
he rose in his chivalrous grace to hold the 
door apart for her to pass through, his looks, 
his words seemed but a part of melancholy,and 
he himself called back to her memory, with his 
courtly manner, and gentle way, ill-fated 
Charles, the martyr king. 

‘*Good- night!” he murmured to himself, as 
he closed the door. ‘* Ave! it is good-night for 
me, and ever will be. Yet I have promised to 
do all I can for this child, and by God's aid I 
will truly and justly do so. 

**T, Seyton Synnot, make oath and say"”—and 
as if to add solemnity to his self-declaration, he 
reverently picked a bible up from a shelf close 
by, and opening it, kissed its leaves—** Daven- 
port, then, is to have her. He is a man after 
my own heart; I will not stand between them!” 


Days rolled by, and George Davenport of 
Synnot & Davenport, junior partner of the 
great Queen's Counsel, became a constant 
visitor at The Firs. 
that it should be so, and the senior partner of 
the firm of barristers pressed his lips tighter, 
and talked cynically of his gray hair. 

True, Etta had told him one day that loneli- 
ness always made a man cynical; but he had 
answered that lonely men had but two choices: 
sentiment or cynicism. That cynicism was the 
least painful of the two—to others, as well as 
to himself, 

Then she had replied: ‘It is a clear choice 
between good and evil, for sentiment is surely 
good?” And the cynic had said, for his astute 
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off : 
‘** Yes, dear,” so low it was scarcely audible. 

“It is good, and it is the right of the young.” 

_ Again once move, the head of gray hair rests 

in the great arm chair; the gray eyes, so tull 

of tenderness and light, were looking in all 

= 9 strength, into the face of the fair, fair 

girl. 

Her face was so happy, and her manner so 

bright; and her white teeth showed so 
; prettily through her red lips, as she sat on the 
stool beside the lawyer’s chair. And the sad, 
gray eyes seemed hungry in their look, as they 
asked at the same time as the tongue of the 
speaker : 

“And you promised—to—marry him?” 

And Ecsta, heedless in her pleasure, went on: 

“He told me he loved me so, and that he had 
seen I cared for him——” 

* Then you accepted him?” pleaded the care- 
worn enquirer. 

“No, I didn’t! I didn’t!” 

‘* Then, what on earth—so you refused him?” 

“No, I didn't refuse him.” 

“Then, tell me, child, what you said, for 
mercy sake! ” 

**Well”—And the fair face grew contempla- 


flirting with him.” 


calmness they told of an utter bewildermeut 
and perplexity. 

He had been mistaken in his ideal after all, 
and human nature was just as fickle as ever. 
So he mused; until, as he turned, he caught 
sight of the face beside him, and noting the 
subtie glamour ofthe eyes, whichalmost seemed 
to be blushing, as they turned towards his, his 
heart, which just the moment before had grown 
so still, now gave a great bound, and madly, 
passionately, beat within him, while astill voice 
whispered in its tenderest cadence from within 
his conscience—She is thine ! 
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ness had told him the bitter end was not far 


tive—“‘I told him, that—that—I had only been | 


The hungry eyes grew calm, but in their 
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Two Types of Conductors. 





One of my diversions during a wearisome 
ride on the railway is to observe the conductor, 
and my conclusions have been that if any indi- 
vidual should possess sweetness of temper and 
an inexhaustible fund of patience, he is the 
man. He is one of the most powerful factors 
in making up the confort of the passengers, 
His influence on the few score individuals help- 
lessly incarcerated in a rapidly moving train, 
all subject to his pertinent enquiries and pene- 
trating punch, is such that he leaves behind 
him either a long train of irritated sensibilities, 
or a peaceful influence which acts like a balm 
on the tired nerves of the traveler. As one 
star differeth from another in glory, so one 
condu:tor differeth from another. There 
is the conductor whose mission it is to bless, 
and there is the conductor whose destiny, it 
seems, is to damn—that is, the comfort of the 
passengers. One hot afternoon this summer I 
was in a crowded car as it appruached the 
Bridge. ‘It was full of people who were going 
to change routes at that point, and who were 
anxious as to which train to take, when it 
would leave, and whether they could go for- 
ward that night or rot. A tall, thin, grey- 
headed, grey-whiskered, and benevolent-look- 
ing man opened the farther door and said, 
**Tickets, please,” in so gentle a tone that 
one would imagine he was sorry to put 
people to such unnecessary trouble. He made 


such happy progress through the carthatevery- } 





body had their tickets out waiting for him. He 
was plied with questions from almost every 
seat as to routes, changes and time-tables, all 
of which he answered with unwavering good- 
nature, supplementing them with needed in- 
formation unasked for, and in fact, enquiring | 
the destination of each traveler and pointing 
out the right course to pursue. Ladies beamed 
on him with satisfaction, and there was nobody, 
except the take-care-of-himself commercial, 
who was not glad that he had come by that | 
train. He was the conductor of Peace. 

Another scene. A similar train on another 
branch of the same railway. The conductor, a 
big heavy man with shaven face, enters and | 
gruffly demands * Tickets!” and those unfor- 
tunate passengers who did not observe him in 
time to yield up their pissports without delay 
received a punch in the ribs and the admonition 
to ‘* Hurry up, there!” Near me was seated an 
old lady with basket and bundle, as fussy and 
nervous as she well could be. Several times as | 
we drew neara station she enquired if this was 
**the junction.” The conductor punched her 
ticket and roughly told her to “‘change cars at 
Georgetown Junction.” 

*““Can I go on the Hamilton and Northwest- 
era,” squeaked the old lady. 

“Yis, yees kin go on the Hamilton and 
Northwestern ; l’ve no objection,” snapped his 
niosin navy blue. This harsh treatment of a 
poor, flurried old woman so moved several pas- 
sengers that she was helped off at the proper | 
place without the help of the conductor of 
Wrath. 

If our observance of the golden rule is partly 
to determine our destiny, on the day when | 
that conductor's ticket for eternity is taken up 
one can almost imagine, without being unchar- 
itable, that as he stands before the gate and 
makes the observation that he ‘*‘ would like to 
be shown the way to heaven,” St. Peter would | 
naively remark as he drew the bolts tighter: 
** My dear fellow, personally I've no objection 
to your reaching your destination, but I believe 
you are at the wrong entrance.” Pre. 








The Only Genuine Elixtr. 





The elixir of life sensation, absurd as it was, 
will not have been useless if it has called atten- 
tion tothe fact that mankind as arule will grow 
old long before they should, and that it is 
possible by forethought and prudence to delay 
very considerably the period of senile decay. 
The great majority of men literally “live fast” | 
not necessarily in the worst sense of the term ; 
but they consume unnecessarily the vital 
forces. Too much work and worry, too much 
eating and drinking, and too little open air 
exercise, make many aged at fifty or fifty-five 
when they should be still fresh and vigorous, 
The fancied necessity of getting wealthy is 
probably responsible for more broken down | 
constitutions and deaths from old age in 
middle life, than even the ravages of dissipa- | 
tion. Even when the overworked business 
man takes an enforced vacation he does not as 
a rule know how to enjoy his outing properly. 
His mind is still running on bills coming due, 
stock quotations on the price of wheat, and the | 
benefits of recreation are lost. And, after all, 
how very few reach the goal for which they | 
have struggled so keenly? Health of mind and 
body and the capacity to enjoy leisure and take | 
an active interest in other matters than dollar- | 
grabbing are worth more than wealth. No 
prospect of gain ought to temp‘ any one to 
sacrifice these to the modern Moloch of busi- 
ness. The man who, when well advanced in 
years, has good health and unbroken spirits, 
even if poor, can afford to pity the wealthy but 
broken down and prematurely aged money- 
maker who has, as the world calls it, ** suc 
ceeded in life.” The example of Mr. Gladstone 
ought to be an encouragement to those who 
wish to preserve their faculties to the last, as 
showing how a due observance of the laws of 
health and good living can postpone the evil 
day of decline. Regular living and the avoid- 
ance of all excess furnish the only genuine 
elixir. 


| stances which obtained in such a place as the 


| of Ingomar, she assumed a position seemingly 


| not altogether a stranger to the art of self- 


she was very happy and very pleasing. 


| ered that there was only a short rehearsal 
these pieces | 


| than any, contributed to a universal wish that 


| reputation by its rendering of the William Tell 
overture, an arrangement which was new to us 
| here, but which was very effective, while the | 


popular in Toronto, 
which she responded by happy renderings of 


| Schuch’s No Surrender and 
Man, were warmly applauded, an encore song | 
being Every Bullet has ics Billet. 





The Lotus Glee Club of Boston has traveled 
even over the ocean, and has sung in England, 
meeting with considerable appreciation in the 
old land. I cannot help saying that, if they 
sang no better in England than they did in 
Toronto, on Tuesday evening in Association 
Hall, English taste is not altogether a criterion 
of what is elegant and artistic. When I find 
fault with them, it is not so much on account 
of their ensemble work as on account of the 
lack of virile power, and of the inartistic man- 
ner of their singing. They sing marvellousty 
well together and they have a beautiful balance 
of tone, if the word *‘ tone” can be used where 
that phonic element is reduced to a minimum, 
In the whole evening there was not one good, 
healthy forte, such as four young men in a fair 
state of physical strength should have shown. 


I have noticed this same effeminacy in all 
American male quartettes that have come 
under my notice, except those in German sing- 
ing societies. Everything seems to have been 
sacrificed to the ‘polishing down” process. 
No doubt it is very good and laudable to pro 
duce a fine, long-drawn-out pianissimo, but the 
excellence of quartette singing in its dynamic 
aspect does not copsist of this alone. They 
should occasionally show that they are men, 
not mere whispering machines. As the latter 
musical monstrosities the Lotus Club showed a 
fine pre-eminence. In addition to this, when 
solo parts occurred in the quartettes to be sung 
by the second tenor or basses, the tone was 
poor and badly produced. The first tenor, or 
perhaps to speak more properly, the alto, was 
well kept down and had a pretty, though lady- 


like tone. 
- 


Then their phrasing was bad. It was jerky 
and disconnected, especially in a ‘* sacred se- 
lection,” Shall We Meet, which they sang and 
which was full of exaggerated rests. Their 
best numbers-were the Three Fishers and Abt’s 
Serenade. The latter was really well sung, but 
the former suffered by an exaggerated attempt 
at dramatic effect on the word ‘“* mourn,” which 
was produced more as if it were ‘“‘howl,” with 
the action suited to the words, a result which 
almost parodied Charles Kingsley’s noble 
words. Their rendition of Massa’s in the Cold, 
Cold Ground, was no doubt one which would 
have been clever in a variety entertainment, 
with its imitation of the banjo, but it was un- 
questionably meretricious under the circum- 


halls of the Y. M. C, A. 
* 

Their solo singing was poor, with the quali- 
fied exception of the basso, Mr. Davis, who has 
a fine voice, marred by a certain parsimony of 
tone, as if he were afraid to impart it to the 
outer air. Still he was the best of them, and 
gave a fairly acceptable, if somewhat languid, 
rendering of In Old Madrid. Their presence 
on the stage was slightly marred by the fact 
that the baritone was a trifle taller than the 
basso, and had therefore to stand out of his 
place at the end of the quartette to preserve the 
harmony of appearances totheeye. They were 
supported by Miss Minnie Marshall, a reader, 
who essayed a scene from Ingomar, in which 
she gave some ludicrous instances of false em- 
phasis, such as *‘ Do you love your husband?” 
as if the lady who was_ questioned 
~ould naturally be supposed to love some 
other woman's husband! In speaking the lines 


a cross between a John L. and a laundress, 
which would indicate that the Barbarian was 


defence, nor yet to the charms of the class 
which provides man with the comfort of clean 
linen. In her little humorous pieces, however, 


* 

A much more satisfactory subject is the con- 
cer’ by the combined bands of the Queen’s Own 
and Thirteenth Battalions on Thursday night 
of last week. The combined bands played 
splendidly. Their numbers were the Tann- 
heuser March, the Rosamunde Overture, a selec- 
tion from Ernani and Meyerbeer’s Fackeltanz, 


in which Messrs. Robinson and Bayley 
developed a control of their forces, which | 
was really wonderful when it is consid 


for the bands together. All 
were well played, only a slight wavering 
being occasionally noticeable, but the climax 
was well reached in the last number, which re- 
ceived its first representation in this wise on 
that occasion. The magnificent unisons were 
actually thundered forth, and this piece, more | 


the two bands might be heard together again 


ere long. 
. 


| ally on the melodramatic, and in less consci- 


ceived many complimen's on the quality of his 
voice, and will shortly be a‘nong us again. 
Another noteworthy fact is that Mr. Philip 
Jacobi has been elected president of the Choral 
Society. This gentleman has always been an 
ardent supporter of musical ventures in To- 
ronto, and his assumption of office means a 
liberal musical policy for the Society. He made 
his inaugural speech on Tuesday evening, and 
at once won the favor of the Society by draw- 
ing attention toa natice on the wallsof the prac- 
tice-room totheeffect that ‘‘prayersand addreses 
would be restricted to three minutes,” afd by 
taithfully adhering thereto. The practice of the 
Society was attended by about one hundred 
and fifty members, and under Mr. Edward 
Fisher's direction, Mozart’s First Mass and 
part of Signor D Auria’s cantata, the Sea King’s 
Bride, received a very satisfactory rehearsal. 


The future has in store for us, first on Mon- 
day evening, the excellent Boston Symphony 
Orchestral Ciub, under the management of. J. 
M. Dep2w & Co., which will play some novel- 
ties, in addition to which we shall hear Mons, 
Alfred de Seve. violinist to H. R. H. the 
Princess Lousie ; Mr. Richard Stoelzer on an 
instrument, now comparatively unknown, the 
viola d' amour; Mr. Fred Lax, the flautist; Mr. 
Otto Langey, a violoncellist of considerable re- 
pute, and Miss Augusta Ohrstrom, a Swedish 
singer, whose reputation promises us a great 
treat. On Wednesday evening, Miss Nora 
Clench makes her formal debut before a To- 
ronto audience after her return from Germany, 
when she will play among other numbers, 
Ernest’s Airs Hongrois, a most difficult com- 
position. She will be assisted by Mme. Fanny 
Bloomfield, a pianist of considerable Amer- 
ican repute, Mme. Moran Wyman, a fine 
contralto, and Mr. Whitney Mockridge, a tenor 
whom we are always proud to claim as a To- 
rontonian. Mme. Bloomfield will play a para- 
phrase on airs from Lucia for the left hand 
alone, an effort we have not seen in Toronto 
since the days of Boscowitz some twenty years 
ago. 





* 

On Thursday, the day of turkeys, we shall 
have two strong musical attractions. Elm 
Street Methodist Church, which has long been 
in the van in the enterpris2 of securing emi- 
nent talent for its concerts, will offer us Mrs. 
E. Humphrey-Allen, one of the finest sopranos 
in America, and Mr. George Parker, a tenor of 
equal repute, together with the standard forces 
of the choir. Mrs. Davidson, Miss Scott, Mr. 
Gorrie and Mr. Blight, with Mrs. Blight 
at the organ. On the same evening Mr, 
Schuch will present, cn behalf of St. George’s 


Society, a programme headed by Mrs. 
Agnes Thomson. who will then make 
her first appearance this season. She 


will be supported by Miss Annie Langstaff, 
Miss Jessie Alexander, Mr. Schuch, Mr. Grant 
Stewart, Mr. Giuseppi Dinelli, Mr. J. C. 
Arlidge, Mr. G. H. Fairclough and the fine 
choir of the Church of the Redeemer, all of 
whom will present a distinctively English pro- 


gramme. 
7: 


The following week will give us on Monday 
evening a concert by the Heintzman Band, for 
which it has secured the great cornet virtuoso, 
Jules Levy, with his company composed of 
Mme. Rosa Linde, contralto; Mr. William 
Lavin, tenor, and Mr. Edwin M. Shonert, 
pianist. The Thursday of that week will place 
before us a concert by the Irish Protestant 
Benevolent Society, under Mr. Schuch’s direc- 
tion, at which will appear Mrs. Agnes Thom- 
son, Mrs. Mackelcan, Mr. Charles V. Slocum 
of Buffalo, Mr. Schuch, Mrs. H. M. Blight and 
the band of the Queen’s Own Rifles; all of 
which goes to show that Toronto is a decidedly 
musical city, METRONOME, 





The Drama. 





On account of this page of SarurpAY NIGuT 
going to press on Wednesday I am unable 
this week to make mention of Mr. Mantell’s 
appearance at the Grand Opera House in his 
new play, The Marble Heart, and in his Shake- 
spearean success, Othello. His romantic play, 
Monbars, has already been noticed at length in 
thiscolumn, It is the role which Mr. Mantell 
has made us familiar with and which has made 
him best known to the people of Toronto. De- 
spite the imperfections of Monbars, however, 
and the frequency of its presentation here, 
large and appreciative audiences greeted it this 


week as formerly. 
* 


This I ascribe to the magnetic personality of 
the star and his brilliant impersonation of the 
title role, rather than to any intrinsic merit of 
the character itself. The play verges continu- 


entious and able hands than Mr. Mantell's, 
would be branded by most critics as being sen- 
sational to a degree. The agony begins early 
in the play and continues almost uninterrupt- 
edly tothe end, But quickened with the spirit 
of genius and tempered with its moderation, 





The Hamilton band well sustained its high 


local band gave a very amusing selection, en- 


titled A Voyage in a Troopship, in which popu. | 
lar airs and the grandeur of a storm at sea vied 
for popular favor. 


Mrs. {Mackelcan’s songs, | 
Madrid, | 
| 
' 
| 
| 


| Angus Macdonald and In Old 
were sung with the expression and 
pathos that have made this lady so 


and elicited recalls to 


Song. Mr. 
A Soldier and a 


Jessamy Town and a Spanish 


Minor musical notes are that Mr. Carl Mar- 


tens gave a very enjoyable Soiree Musicale at | 
Victoria Hall on Monday evening, at which | 
Miss Marie C. Strong, Miss Ella Cowley, Miss | 
Whitney, Mr. Carl Schmidt and an orchestra | 
assisted. That on Wednesday evening of last 
week a choral Thanksgiving service was held | 
at All Saints’ Church under the direction of 
Mr. G. H. Fairclough, in which both cooir and 
organist worked most effectively. That Mr. | 
Sims Richards sang before the St. Cecilia | 
Society of Boston on Thursday evening in | 
& manner to win the commendation of 
both the society and its conductor, Mr, Lang. 
Mr. Richards, during his stay in Boston, re 


| and the attractive glow of a handsome person, 


| adapted to the impersonation of heroic charac- 


| and a face approaching the Grecian in contour, 


| his voice one hears the reverberation of distant 


| able to Robert Mantell. 


| Behrens takes the principal female character, 





surrounded with the glamour of a strong mind 


the somewhat inconsistent character of Mon- 
bars becomes as enthralling to the spectator as 
though it bore the magic impress which makes 
Hamiet and Othello live forever in the minds of 


men. 
° 


Few men could be found physically more 


ters than Mr. Mantell. Tall, straight and 
muscular, with head well poised on his broad, 
square shoulders, legs like the Apollo Belvidere 


an artist would instinctively compare him to 
the ancient conceptions of the solar deity, and 
not much to his disfavor. His eye is luminous 
and expressive, and in the ordinary tones of 


thunders which are not wanting when called 
upon. Yet his whispers can be heard in the 
farthest corner of the house. A good bodily 
presence is almost as necessary to the actors of 
heroic roles as the gi’t of speech, and in this 
particular the powers have been unusa!ly favor- 


The company supporting Mr. Mantell is com- 
posed principally of the same people who ac- 
companied him last season. Miss Charlotte 


Diane. This bright young lady, while taking 





her part with much care and a thorough appre. 


ciation of its requirements, possesses one fault 


which detracts largely from the beauty of her | 


work—that is, the sound made when she takes 
breath after each sentence. 


are graceful and free. She seems to have been 
trained in the melo-dramatic school, and finds 
it difficult to throw off the tendency to end her 
sentences on a high note. The Laurert of Mr. 
Mark Price contains many good touches, but 
would not suftcr if he could modulate his voice 
at times, so as to make it a little more sympa- 
thetic. Mr. Kendall Westonas Louis De Meran, 
does not improve much, and his acting of that 
important character leaves a good deal to be 
desired. 





Mr. H. C. Kennedy’s company, presenting 
The White Slave, is with us again this week at 
the Toronto Opera House. The White Slave is 
not quite so o!d as Uncle Tom’s Cabin, as it 
was evidently from the latter that the gifted 
author, the late Mr. Bartley Campbell drew 
his inspiration. But if not quite so old, 
the mosses of antiquity have long since made 
their appearance, though the play still draws 
well enough on the cheap route. The friends 
of one’s boyhood may be seen with pleasure and 
delight once in a while, but when their visits 
recur frequently, and when they retail the 
same old stories, the same old jokes, and 
the same old songs at each visit, 
one longs for some ‘valley in the 
west,” where, free from Uncle Toms, and 
White Slaves, and all their kind, ‘“‘the weary 
soul may rest.” The interminable working of 
these old plays is another instance of the lack 
of originality I wrote about last week. Good 
plays, discarded by first class companies, 
gradually run down, till, in the hands of 
barn-storming companies, bereft of all their 
original spirit, they are dinged into the pub- 
lic ear as long as they are capable of making 
a dollar for a manager. This may be business, 
but when business becomes the grand object 
of managers and players, the drama as an art 
is sure to retrograde. I did not observe that 
the company playing the White Slave here 
this week contained any members calculated to 
scintillate at a much loftier attitude in the 
dramatic firmament than they now occupy. 





**Come in,” said Miss Behrens, as I tapped 
at the door of her parlor in the Rossin House. 
Accepting the invitation, I found myself in the 
presence of three women, who appeared to be 
talkingat the sametime. One was, of course, the 
leading lady of the Mantell Company ; another 
was lady number two, and the third was a 
voluble talker, who was soliciting orders for 
lace goods. The latter soon departed; Miss 
Hamblin also left the room. Pointing to half- 
opened packages of gloves and hose, Miss 
Behrens told me that she had been shopping— 
‘* buying things for my nephews and aunts and 
cousins,” she said, merrily. 


**T was born in Brooklyn, though my educa- 
tion was received in California, and I made my 
debut in San Francisco, so I am really a Cali- 
fornia girl.” This was in response to a query 
as; to what particular part of Uncle Sam’s do- 
mains she called home. 


. 

Miss Behrens declined to express a preference 
for any one of the three characters she portrays, 
although she confessed a liking for ‘* emotional 
parts.” 

‘**Do people not tell you that you have an 
emotional face?” I asked. ‘‘ Y-e-s,” was the 
hesitating reply, ‘‘ I must admit that they do.” 
Her face is a study, bespeaking a rugged power 
of concentration. In conversation she lacks 
the dash and sparkle which so many actresses 
affect, and adopts a womanly and tender man- 
ner. It may not be aatural, but is rather 
pleasing—perhap3; from its scarcity among 
those whose vocation calls them to face the 
footlights. 

DRAMATIC NOTES, 


A case which shows the amount of work some 
players: go through to perfect themselves in a 
part, is Mr. William Harris, Rhea’s leading 
man. He is said to have read all the histories 
and memoirs ever published about Napoleon 
Bonaparte, in order to fit himself for that role 
in the new play of Josephine. 


In the Dresden (Germany) State Theater it is 
a breach of discipline for any artist to accept 
flowers cr tokens of admiration or in any other 
way to recognize the presence of the audience 
during the performance. 


Dion Boucicault and Ben Teal are jointly en- 
gaged in play-writing. The copyrights of 
Boucicault’s plays were lately sold at auction 
in London with the following results: London 
Assurance brought $785; Flying Scud, $250; 
Arrah-na-Pogue, $625; The Long Strike, $210; 
After Dark, $350: Formosa, $270, and the re- 
mainder much smaller sums. 


The United States taxed Wilson Barrett to 
the tune of $2,000 for the privilege of bringing 
his scenery, costumes and properties into that 
country. He proposes to appeal to the secre- 
tary of the treasury on the ground that they 
were merely his tools of trade. 


Boucicault, discussing orchestras in the Mir- 
ror, says: ‘* Why should music accompany 
dramatic performances anyway? Is it not a 
sign that music is not wanted when we see the 
bauds shoved here and there, under the stage 
and over the stage, and in the wings, and 
finally in some separate room where they are 
not seen? In many of the theaters of Eurcpe 
now they have no orchestras at all, and orches- 
tras were unknown in the formative period of 
the drama. There is none at the Theatre- 
Francais,” 


—_—__-——__ —_~e 


He Did. 


Miss Beacon (of Boston)—Do you never 
feel an insatiate craving for the unattainable— 
a consuming desire to transcribe the limitations 
which hedge mortality, and commune, soul to 
soul, with the spirits of the infinite? 

Omaha Man — Yes, Kinder. — Harper's 
Bazaar. 
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The Marlborough House Malady. 


At the Whippersnapper Club: 

Cadiey—What aw_you witing, old chappie? 
Deuced long lettaw, bay Jove! 

Cubleigh—It's not aw lettaw at all, doncher 
know. The fact—aw—is, I’ve got Bwight's 
disease—aw—and I’m—aw—making my will. 

Cadley— Gad, ole fellow, I've just been to aw 
undawtakaw’'s to give diwections for maw fu- 
aera I'm in thaw—aw—lawst stages, maw- 
self, 


Her reading of her | 
lines is decidedly stagey, while her movements | 


| 


| 
i 


| 


| 
| 
} 
| 
| 
| 





































Two Little Elves. 


Two tiny, ciatt ring winsom? e've3 
Are with me everywhere, 

The first is fair, with stately grace, 

And one is dark, wish brown-hued face, 
And brai is of glintiag hair. 


The nam? of one is Fancy Free, 
Her eyes are tender blue ; 
But wee Miss Practical'’s orbs are brown, 
At Fancy’s freaks sh »'ll ofitimes frown, 
And m 1tter—‘‘ Sure to rue.” 


Gay Fancy’s garb is clinging white, 
With ribbons, frills and lace ; 

Her sister elf is clad in gray, 

But heart-thouzhts over her features play, 
And bright’a her sober f sce. 


On shopping days Miss Fancy leans, 
Whisp’ring with coxxing ai’, 
‘* This cloth is bést—so new and bright,’’ 
But Practical holds it to the light, 
And says ‘I fear ’t won’t wear.” 


Miss Fancy speaks of m:nI know, 
As jolly and kiad and gay ; 

She praises a voice, a smile or eye3, 

But Practical asks in a tone so wise, 
* Will he mean the half h’ll say.” 


Ani when the world looks dark and gray, 
When people seem cross and blue, 
Miss Fancy moans, ‘'O, 'tis a shame,” 
But Practical cries, ‘‘ Taey’re not to blame, 
The rest are right—it’s you!” 
—Frascis Burton CLarg, 


Plighting. 





For Saturday Night. 
A mppling wave upon the sea, 
A moon-beam chaste and cold, 
Clasped hands and plighted troth to-night, 
With vows that ne’er grow old. 


Ah! but the wave was a happy swain, 
Ah! but the moon-beam cy, 

While the fair stars watched once again 
O'er love's fond fleeting joy. 


For another wooer sought the moon, 
And she’s but a fickle jade, 

S» he wrapt her closa in his dirk em race, 
And his fierce wild homage paid. 


The moon sleeps yet in her cloud love’s arms, 
The dark wave sob; alone, 

Tis thus are plizhted lover's vows, 
Then lightly overthrown. Cc. G. B. 


Having the Last Word. 





Por Saturday Night. 
We've j ist had afew words, 
My little wife and I, 
A practice which we oft indulge 
When no one ele is by. 


And, come to thik of it, 
Tne day that we were wed 
We had a few, and every day 
Since then, one word has led 


To more, though twenty years 

Are numbered with the past, 

We both have tried, with might and main, 
Which one would have the last. 


A dog’s life” do you say?” 
Well, hardly that, he'd be 
A very happy dog ind -ed, 
That could compare with me. 


You'd wish that you were dead, 
Rather than Fate should bring 
To you a lifetime such as mine, 
Of constant quarreling. 


Ah! well, now, come. Who said 
A word of quarreliag ? 
She’s all that’s sweet, and kind, and good, 


And still my darling. 


We've just had a few words, 

As I remarked above ; 

But, bless you, they have only been 
As always—words of love. 


Sgvern Brivog, Och. 29, 1889. Rey. J. Smiuey, M.A. 


The Father to His Boy. 





Come hither, William John, my son, come hither to my 
knee, 

We'll sit and watch the river take its journey to the sea, 

And as the water rolla along I fain would talk awhile, 

Since I have heard thy youthful sou! is lately steeped in 
guile ; 

They tell me that you want t > be a humorist, and write 

For papers, grinding out your jests at morning, noon and 
night ; 

To tell of candies made of clay and other jokes as dark— 

Alas, my son, old Noah sprung each chestnut in the ark ! 


You'll tell about the wretched man who long with stove - 
pipes toile, 

And say the mother-in-law is fit for stratagems and spoils ; 

And to the cat that sings at night you columns will devote, 

And bubble o’er with humor when you're speaking of the 
goat 

That breaks its fast with circus bills and scraps of rusty 
tin. 

And boil with mirth when speaking of the tramp who's 
sosked with gin, 

And gets a dose of thirty days —oh, William Johnnie, hark! 

Old Noah rang the bell on such when sailing in the ark. 


Of course, about the setting hen you'll speak in ecstasy 

That brooding fowl has always been to hum prists a glee ; 

And then the poet with his rhymes who climbs the printer's 
stair, 

And lands upon the sidewalk with a look of dull despair ; 

And looking to the future, son, you well I can descry 

Propounding such a thing as this; ‘* What makes the bot 
tle-fly ?” 

Or telling of the nurse and * cop” a-courting in the park — 

Old Noah wept when gags like these were given in the ark . 


We'll sit beside the river, son, and watch its rapid flow, 
Andif you do not change your mind, we rapidly shall go 
To where there hangsa beaten strap within our humble call , 
And I shall gently take 1t down—shall take it from the wall ; 
And those who live within three blocks ere we have done 
our quarrel 
Will think I’m simply pounding in the heading of a barrel ; 
And if they any questions ask I'll say it’s just a lark 
With one that wants to spring the gagsthat so anded in the 
ark. —Omaha Republican. 
a 
A Desperate Man. 

Bagley had called on fifteen landlords, all of 
whom eens to leasing him their houses be- 
cause he had children, t last he became des- 
perate and resolved to have a house at any cost. 

** Well,” he said to landlord number sixteen 
*T guess I'll take this place.” 

* Pardon me, sir,” said the landlord, ** but 
have you any children ¢” ca 
**Yes:” sighed Bagley, “but I'll kill them. 

—Judge. 
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Noted People. 


Prof. John Stuart Blackie of Elinburgh at- 
tains his 80th birthday this year. 

The King of Bavaria receives an income of 
$1,009 000 a year from the profits of the Hof: 
brauhaus brewery. 


Elison’s hair is rapidly becoming gray, and 
he attributes it to the fact that he was said to 
have been made an Italian count. 


Emperor William has prohibited the use of 
the word cigar, on account of its French origin. 
In future the fragrant weed is to be known in 
Germany by the excruciatingly Teutonic word 
of Glimmstengel. 


John Burns, the English socialistic leader 
who managed the great strike of the London 
dockmen, is a relative of the lace Robert 
Burns. In appearance he resembles the dead 
poet so strongly as to cause general comment. 

A biographer of David Bennett Hill recalls the 
fact that the bachelor governor was never fond 
of the girls. He has always avoided their 
society, an‘ he has been known to walk around 
a block to avoid meeting one. 


It is not generally known that there are in 
existence some very spirited ballads by Lord 
Macaulay, which, in accordance with the 
author's wish, have never been published. The 
best of them relates the story of Bosworth 
field. 


When the Pope recently received a letter 
from Harvard University in acknowledgment 
of some presents which he had sent it, he read 
the communication out aloud, slowly, and ex- 
pressed his admiration of the classical Latin in 
wihiich it was written. 


Gov. Lee of Virginia has a letter from Lord 
Wolseley, saying he will attend the unveiling 
of the monument to Gen. Robert E. Lee in 
Virginia early in December unless something 
unforseen prevents. This is in response to an 
invitation. Jefferson Davis will also attend, 
and Lord Wolseley and Mr. Davis will be the 
lions of the occasion, 


Sir Edwin Arnold is credited with saying that 
a man who is careful about his dress will be 
careful about his habits, and will not engage 
in any proceeding that would cast a stain upon 
his reputation. So many exceptions to this 
will readily occur to everyone, that it is doubt- 
ful if Sir Edwin expressed such a sentiment 
without qualification. 


Truth says there is a marvellous thaw in the 
rigidity of Balmoral tife when the Queen actu- 
ally allows the ball room of the castle to be 
converted into a theater, with a stage and ap- 
pliances arranged by people from Aberdeen, 
specially painted scenery, representing views 
on Deeside, and an orchestra from Aberdeen. 
The piece was Used Up, and Princess Beatrice 
plaved Lady Clutterbuck. 


Mr. Andrew Carnegie denies the story that 
weary of waiting for the Pittsburg Councilmen 
to accept his offer of a free library, he had ap- 
pointed a citizens’ committee of his own. Mr. 
Carnegie says: ‘‘I am not weary of waiting. 
On the ‘contrary, I am as patient as Job.” A 
man waiting for a present of $750,000 to be ac- 
cepted suggests a new design for an emblem of 
patience. 


During their visit to Constantinople, the Ger- 
man Emperor and Empress are staying at the 
famous White Palace. It occupies a delightful 
site within the demesne of the Yildiz Kiosk, 
with terraced gardens sloping to the Bosphorus, 
where two barges (one rowed by twenty-four 
black Nubians, in scarlet satin uniforms: the 
other by twenty-four Greeks, in blue silk, with | 
red and gold caps), and a steam launch will be 
at the disposal of their majesties., 


‘The Queen of Roumania, whose pen name is 
Carmen Sylva, has a romantic history. She 
was born Princess of Weid, a smail Rhine 
principality, and her early life was one unceas- 
ing course ot study. In 1869 she married Prince 
Charles of Hohenzollern, who was made ruler 
of Roumania. She applied herself to the study 
of the language and interested herself in her 
people, thus winning their love and loyalty. 
The loss of her little daughter—her only child— 
was a great grief to the Queen, and her whole 
life has been saddened by her bereavement. 


One who recently visited Whittier at his 
home, ‘‘Oak Knoll,” Danvers, Mass., speaks 
with quiet conviction of his goodness of heart 
and kind, simple manner. A Scotch collie 
named Robin Adair lay on the hearth rug. On 
the table stood a glass of blue gentians, and a 
wood tire brightened tie pleasant sitting-room 
in which the visitor waited while other callers 
took leave of the venerable poet. His study is 
asmall room, with a desk scattered over with 
papers. Portraits of Emerson, John Bright, 
and the Emperor of Brazil adorn the walls, 
The window overlooks the spot where a minis- 
ter was hanged for a wizard, and the cemetery 
where an Indian girl concerned in witchcraft is 
buried. ‘‘That was long ago,” said Whittier, 
**but see,” pointing to a horseshoe hanging 
above his door, ‘‘ that is to keep the witches 
away.” This last was with a little laugh, for 
the writer of the quaintly-worded Quaker 
poems, the stirring records of historical events, 
and the dear home scenes, has yet a twinkle of 
merriment in his eye, though he has reached 
the good old age of fourscore. 


Tothe younger generation the name of Ricord 
has no particular significance. To maturer 
readers, it brings to mind one of the greatest 
of specialists, whom thousands of persons 
journeyed to Paris to meet, twenty and thirty 
years ago, and who was summoned in consulta- 
tion whenever the Emperor Napoleon and the 
crowned heads of Europe discovered that the 
divine right of kings offered them no protec- 
tion against maladies that afflicted alike 
sailor and sultan. Ricord, who died in Paris 
the other day, was, as most people will be 
surprised to learn, an American by birth, He 
was a native of Charleston, descended from the 
old Huguenut stock, and he came into the world 
with the century. His vast and gloomy hotel 
in the Rue de Tournon witnessed, morning, 
afternoon and evening, an endless procession 
of wretched mortals. All around the doctor's 
consulting-room were tiny ante-chambers, for 
no one of Ricord’s patients cared to meet an- 
other. Ushered into the sacred presence, the 
visitér beheld a small and, of late, aged and de- 
crepit man, who questioned him, submitted 
him to a brief examination, and gave his de- 
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science. Ona table near by lay a black velvet 
cushion, and on this—and sometimes in a por- 
celain jar—-the patient dropped the regulation 
20 franc piece, which represented the minimum 
consultation fee. When the caller’s face and 
manner pleased the A! iculapius, he would chat 
with him a few minutes and show the stranger 
some choice pictures adorning tle walls. But, 
as a rule, Dr. Ricord in his cabinet attended 
strictly to business. If he has left any mem- 
oirs, what strange stories they may tell of im- 
perial and royal intrigues, begun amid all the 
splendor of passion and ended in suffering and 
death ! 





The Bells of Lynne. 


The night is falling, the north wind blows, 
It bitterly blows over marsh and lea ; 
The plowman clings to his cap as he goes, 
And the curlew tilts in the spume of the sea, 





But far and faint, and sweet and thin, 

Oh, hear the bells from the old gray town, 
The ancient, red-roofed city of Lynne, 

That lies where the winding hills come down ! 


As oft as the bitter winds are blown, 

The smiting winds, from the fields of snow, 
So often the bells of Lynne float down 

To the dunes and the desolate wastes below. 


As oft as the human heart is torn 
By the pain of loss, by the strife of sit, 
So oft are the bells of heaven borne 
O’er the sobbing wastes, like the bells of Lynne. 
James Bucknam. 





Varsity Chat. 


Mr. K. C. Mcllwraith, who used to lend a 
charm to the classical class of ’90, and who was 
compelled by uncertain health to discontinue 
his studies for a year, has gone into medicine. 

* 


A meeting was announced for last Tuesday 
afternoon to discuss the control of the ’Varsity. 
It was expected that representatives of the 
company would be present to make an offer to 
the undergraduates but none appeared. The 
matter is consequently in a somewhat indefinite 
state at present. The lack of interest in the col- 
lege paper among undergradua‘es is one of the 
most discouraging facts which a public-spirited 
collegian has to face. Only few ever seemed to 
take pride in the paper, and that, too, when 
pride would have had a most adequate justifi- 
cation. Now that its existence is threatened, 


there are equally few tolend a sustaining hand. 
. 


All this means that the majority take a 
fatally narrow view of college life. It is not 
the fact, per se, that we shall, perhaps, have no 
college paper, which is most to be regretted, but 
the other and more important fact, that the 
spirit and unselfish energy which are necessary 
for the success of a college paper and other 
college institutions are seen to be wanting. If 
men at college will not support a paper or a 
literary society, I cannot see where patriotism 


is to come in. 
« 


The class of '93 met this week for the purpose 
of organizing. A constitution was adopted and 


| the election of officers postponed till next 


Tuesday afternoon. There seems to be con- 
siderable ability in the year. 


Mr. G. Silverthorn, M.3B., ’89, has taken his 
departure for Germany where he will study for 
two years. ‘‘Gid’s” many friends wish him 
unqualified success. 


A motion is on the table in the Literary 
Society to the effect that a'memorial be sent to 
the class of 92 requesting its executive to dis- 
pense with literary programmes at their class 
meetings. It is claimed that the said pro- 
grammes consume energy which would other- 
wise be expended in the society of societies, 
the Literary Society. Apart from the consti- 
tutionality of the motion which is, at least, 
questionable, it looks like an attempt to legis- 
late water up hill so to speak. If this well- 
meaning motion is carried it will be in order to 
censure the class of '91 for holding a dinner on 


Friday evening. 
* 


The Glee Club moves on in its own harmon- 
ious way. It has never been more efficient 
than during the last two years under Mr. 
Schuch, that is, speaking from an artistic 
standpoint. But so far it has failed to perform 
its other function of popularizing college chor- 
uses. Time was when from sundry lecture 
rooms the sweet voices of waiting students 
floated out on the breeze and across the | 
campus. But old things have passed away. 
Tune up, gleemen. 


Disturbances of gigantic proportions have 
taken place several times of late between 
meds. and arts men in the west end lecture 
room. There is nothingintrinsically objection- 
able in these good-natured scuffles, but there is 
danger that ill-feeling may be aroused between 
students of the two faculties—a consummation 
devoutly not to be wished. 


i 

Mr. W. H. Mulligan, a med., won the cham- 
pionship at the recent sports, and men of all 
classes heartily applauded him. The sports 
themselves, in spite of the unfavorable weather, 
were a decided success. Much credit is due to 
the committee for the happy result of their 
labor of love. The fatigue race, which is anew 
feature, was an unusually attractive‘event. It 
might be described, without reflecting on the 
contestants, as a donkey race. 


Mr. J. W. Scane, '91, of football fame, has de- 
serted his alma mater for McGill. He will 
study medicine. NEMO. 








A Result of Rapid Social Evolution. 


Janes D. Phelan, a Californian, is one of the 
characters of San Francisco, says New York 
Truth. Whether his first steps up the ladder 
of opulence were taken with a hod on his 
shoulder I don’t know, but he became a con- 
tractorandthenamoney-lender. Now he owas | 
whole blocks of business buildings on Market 
street, the principal thoroughfare, and lives in 
about the handsomest mansion in San Fran- 
cisco. It is situated on Valencia street, and it 
came into his possession by the foreclosure of 
one of his hundreds of mortgages. Among the 
attractions of the place are sundry pieces of 
statuary set up here and there on the lawns, 
Occasionally Jamas, the elder, lightens the 
burdens of lite by taking a glass of Irish whis- 
ky. Icis related that when he had bsen a short 
tima in possession of his captured palace Mr. 
Phelan set down his glass one evening, threw 
off his coat, rolled up his sleeves, spat on his 








cision with the laconism and certainty of 


hands, remarked ** Hurroo!”’ and marched forth 
to the lawn. There he proceeded to break his 


venerable knuckles on the Apollo Belvedere, 
cursing the while in an able manner. 

**Good gracious, James,” a female voice cried 
from the drawing-room window, ‘“‘ phwhat the 
devil are yez at?” 

‘* Phwhat am I at, is it?” roared Mr. Phelan, 
getting in a smasher on Apollo's breakfast, 
“Sure it’s two monts this felly’s been here, an’ 
divil a cint av rint have he paid!” 

Mr. Paelan, notwithstanding his millions, 
adheres to the toilet of earlier and humbler 
years. This leads occasionally to embarrass- 
ment. Business called him East a few years 
ago. Ile filled his pipe and engaged the com- 
pany in the smoker as to the resources ot the 
country they were passing through. He was 
the last to retire to resc. 

‘*T don’t tike the looks of that old fellow,” 
said rhe conductor to one of the passengers who 
was honored with his acquaintance. ‘ He'll 
do to keep an eye on.” And for two nights the 
porter sat sleepless on a stool, watching the 
berth of the honest millionaire, to seize him 
should he crawl out and attempt to hunt for 
wallets under pillows. 













Astonishes the Natives. 


The natives of tropical countries are seldom 
so much astonished as when they are first in- 
troduced to suow andice. The congealing of 
water is a phenomenon they are slow to com- 
prehend. A few months ago Sir William Mc- 
Gregor enticed several New Guinea natives to 
the hitherto unscaled summit of Mount Owen 
Stanley, the loftiest peak in British Austral- 
asia. On its barren summit, nearly a thousand 
feet above the zone of vegetation, big icicles 
were found, greatly to the amazement of the 
natives, who were much startled when they 
touched them, and insisted that their fingers 
had been burned. 625 —— 

A year ago, when Mr. Ehlers ascended Mount 
Kilima Njaro, in Africa, his native porters, who 
had lived all their lives near the base of the 
great mountain, pulled off the boots with which 
they had been provided as they approached the 
snow line and plunged merrily into the snow in 
their bare feet. They lost no time in plunging 
out again, and lay writhing on the ground, in- 
sisting that their feet had been severely burned. 
Some of the Central African natives who have 
been introduced into Germany mistook last 
winter the first snow storm they saw for a 
flight of white butterflies. Lieut. Von Fran- 
cois says the mistake was a very natural one. 
One day when he was ascending a tributary of 
the Congo he saw for the first time the air filled 
with a great storm of white butterflies, and he 
says the spectacle closely resembled a gentle 
fall of snow. 

The seductive summer drink, so popular in 
our latitude during the dog days, produces upon 
the untutored savage when first brought to his 
notice as unpleasant an effect as an unexpected 
electric shock. King Dinah of West Africa has 
been of the recent sightseers in Paris. An at- 
tempt was made one day to explain to him the 
nature of ice by introducing him to an ice drink. 
The unusual sensation greatly startled his Ma- 
jesty, and he dashed the cooling draught on the 
floor as soon as he had tasted it. 

It is said that our Alaskan Eskimos think 
the weather is uncomfortably sultry when the 
temperature is at the freezing point, while the 
Central African shivers in great distress in a 
temperature of sixty degrees above zero.— New 
York Sun, 


Pompeiian Excavations. 


The excavations at Pompeii go on all the 
year round, though the number of laborers em- 
loyed depends chiefly on the fees obtained 
rom visitors, as the State subsidy for the work 
is but trifling. To keep up the reputation of 
the place the authorities always have a freshly 
discovered chamber in stock, so to speak, for 
the portions of undiscovered Pompeii occupy a 
larger space than does the excavated part. 
When a great find of antiquities takes place 
the excavated place is carefully, but loosely, 
covered over with gravel and earth to the ex- 
tent of a foot, and when any royal personage or 
famous traveler visits Pompeii, he is led to sup- 
pose that the men, who are with a great show 
of energy digging up the loose gravel, are exca- 
vating in the spot, and revealing the buried 
antiquities for the first time. 

The Chinese of some remote epoch are sup- 
posed to have invented cards and the practice 
of cheating thereat. Recent excavations which 
are going on slowly but surely at Pompeii, show 
that the Romans used not only to play at dice 
—which we knew already—but also to cheat at 
the game. During the excavations a room was | 
discovered in which the occupants had evi- 
dently been surprised at a game of hazard, or 
some other dice game. The dice, owing to the 
hard substance of which they were composed, 
were as good as the day they were thrown, and, 
strange to sav, two of them were found to be 
loaded.—N. Y. Truth. 








To Correspondents. 





(Correspondents will address—‘‘ Correspondence Column,” 
SaTurDAY Nieut Office. | 


WIuLy Reutty, Woodsto>+k.—‘‘ Louis,” not ‘‘ Louise,” was 
answered in last week’s issue. So your interrogation mirk 
after ‘‘her” is absolutely valueless—is it not? Are you 
sure it was not ove of the ‘‘ boys” who dared you? You 
are self-willed, endowed with aliberal amount of the spirit 
of mischief, and are witty, decided ani apt to be j2alous, 

Doc., Hulburton, N. Y.—S;mpathetic, generous, decided 
and prompt in action ; apt to please yourself regardless of 
consequences It evinc2s also sense of ho1o*: and warmth 
of attachment. 

O. T. Matoys, City. —Witty, impulsive and prone to dis 
regard advice. Your writing indicates also amition, with 
a lack of that perseveranc? nec:ssary to the fu'film=2nt of it. 

Fauiina Leaves, Uttawa.—You are controlled by your 
head, no; your heart; are reserved, energetic, yet show 
po-ver of passionate attachment and fervor of imagination. 





Samanrua, Toronto.—Artistic taste, good nature, energy, 
warmth of attachment. Inclined to consider well before 
taking any important step. 


Berrua M., Galt.—If your lover is deficient in courtesy 
towards you, you may be sure he will not alter for the bet 
ter after marriage. Any lack of regard for toe establish sd 
conventionalities shows a want of reypect, and a thor 
oughly careless nature. You can easily alter the back 
drapery. Take it off and cut it shorter, for it will look 
much better plain. Your suggestion of a mvhozany hit 
trimmed with black plu ned tips is an excellent one. Have 
two fronts made for your dark green dress-—one matching 
it and one of a lighter shade. or ple yellow, whichever you 
prefer. Your writing shows caution, kindliness, mirth and 
perseverance. 


Fatry, Jarvis street.—Your first questio1 is a very silly 
one, Fairy. How o1earthcan I tell hov youwill kno v you 
areinlove. True regard is no‘ like measles, sure to be 
preceded by unalterable symptoms. My ova opiaion—and 
I do not claim to be an authority on such a mitter—is that 
you will be pretty sure to be able to decide that very deli 
cate question your own little self. As to fascin ation —some 
people are so migaetically attractive that you will be in- 
fluenced by them no mvitter how long you have knowa 
them. You are quick ia moving, quick to comprehend, 
and just as quica tempered too. Basides I think you are 
variable in your likes ani dislikes. Your feient’s writing 
shows an amiable disposition, pru fence ani courage. 


Mawyprica Toronts.—Not during the same seasor. To 
return a courtesy 8) quickly by a sinilar one losks too 
much like “ fsirexchange.” Taere are many waysia which 
one can mike known che appreciation of a gift without a 
direct retura. Your writing shows love of order, reine 
mnt, and tendensy to exaggeration. 


James H, Belleville. —The young lady is certainly in the 
wroag. lt snoull boa great aasisfeccion to her toknow that 
you are perfectly gentlemanly in your demeanor towards 
all ladies. Perhaps though you misunderstani her. Such 
trifling things so often ruin friendships, that I would advise 
you to be cautious and not wear an offended air. I trust it 
will all come right. aM 


Boy Buve, St. Catharines. — Read Soott, Dickens, 
Thackeray and Shakespeare One should not confine one’s 
reading to the works of to-day, ‘though they certaialy 
should have their share of attention. Histories aii youis 
acquiriag a fund of general inform tion, Do not allow 
words which vou do not understand to escape you. Haat 
them down with adictionary. This is a sure way of enlarg- 
iag a vocabulary, antif yoa follow this system tnorou :hly 
you will be sarpris d to see how often you will meet the 
vaty words you ‘‘huntel to the earth.” Your writing 
shows sensitiveness, a reserved temperament and som: 
ambition, but you must persevere in all thiags you under 
tak», Thore is no “lus<.” People generally work for all 
they get, and if they do not pay for it in work they pay for 
it in som» other way, you may be sure. 


NIGHT. 








Unfilial. 


aon 





Mrs. Bendrix—I d-don’t know what I shall do, d-doctor, if anything happens. Such an in- 
teresting child ; and growing to be a pertect image of his father. 
Little Ned (with a slight attack of the measles)—I guess you needn’t Lotner to give me any 


medicine, doc. I think I'd prefer to die.—/udge 





Modern Children. 


Mrs. Lynn Linton, in the current number of | 
Chambers’ Journal, has passed severe judg- 
ment upon the rising generation of boys and 
girls, whom she attacks with a _ sarcastic 
vehemence suggesting the well-worn metaphor 
of breaking a butterfly upon a wheel. Accord- 
ing to description, the young people of to-day 
are self-opinionated, ill-mannered cubs, upon 
whom the higher education seems chiefly to 
have had the effect ot making them dissatisied 
with themselves and extremely unpleasant to 
other people. I cannot agree with Mrs. Lynn 
Linton on this point. The young folks have 
their faults, and so had their fathers and 
mothers; but I think it is distinctly unfair to 
denounce them as discourteous, conceited prigs 
because, by reason of the march of prozress, 
they are being educated on different lines to 
their arents. ‘‘The thoughts of men 
are widened by the process of the suns,’ 
but surely it is far-fetched to deduce 
from this fact the gradual disappearance of 
wisdom of conduct, good taste, and refinement 
of feeling. It is true our boys and girls are 
freer in speech and manners than the children 
of previous generations, but we have purposely 
quickened the action of their brains and unfet- 
tered them from the cumbrous conventionali- 
ties of the past, and I may even go so far as to 
say that at the present rapid rate of educa- 
tional advancement it is more than probable 
that the youth of the present day do know a 
great deal more than their progenitors. But 
whether or no parents agree with this view, I 
am sure they will all stoutly deny that their 
sons and daughters are ill-mannered prigs, for | 
that casts reflection upon their own tact in 
training their offspring. 

We have very recently been reminded that 
exactly a century has elapsed since the death 
of the author of that extraordinary work, 
Sandford and Merton. It was on this book, 
and books of the same improving class, that 
the minds of children were trained—save the 
mark !—a generation or two ago. Can Mrs, 
Lynn Linton seriously believe that boys and 
girls nourished on such worthless literary food 
were allowed a tair chance of intellectual 
growth, or that priggishness of a far more 
objectionable type was not fostercd by the | 
sickly self-satisfaction of the model Harry, or 
by the conyb ok platitudes of that insufferable 
bore, Mr. Birlow? The children of tc-day are, 
fortunately, emancipated from the tyranny of 
such mind eufeebling ruSb’sh as the book to 





which I have referred ; and it is surely better 
that they should err in beiny a little too nearly 
abreast of their elders in knowledge and savoir 
faire than that they should be crushed down 
by modern Mr. Barlows—-male or female—into 
vapid, idealess puppets—the model children of 
the Sandford and Merton era.—Lady's Pic- 
torial, 





Ancient Holy Wine. 


In the wonderful wine cellar under the Hotel 
de Vilie in Bremen there are twelve cases of 
holy wine, each case inscribed with the name 
of one of the Apostles. This ancient wine was 
deposited in its present resting place 265 years 
ago. One case of this wine, consisting of tive 
oxhofts of 204 bottles, cost 500 rix-dollars in 
1624. Including the expense of keeping up the 
cellar, interest on the original outlay and in- 
terests upon interests, one of those oxhofts 
would to-day cost 555,657,640 rix-dollars; three 
single bottles, 2,273 812 rix-dollars : a glass, or 
the eighth part of a bottle, is worth 340,476 rix- 
dollars or $272,380, or at the rate of 540 rix-dol- 
lars or $272 per drop. 


— 


An Easy Solution, 


Edith—Oh, dear, I don’t know what to do 
with myself! 
Jack—Give yourself to me. 








Home ?pathetic. 


Brown (who has just passed the box)—How 
do you like these cigars, old man? 

Jones—At very long intervals, thanks. — 
Puck, 


a — 


Purely a Matter of Sentiment. 


** May I see you alone fora few minutes Mr. 
Allcash ?” 

* Certainly, Mr. Hardup. 
of business?” 

‘“No, sir. Merely a matter of sentiment. I 
wish to ask forthe hand of your daughter.”— 
Time. 


Is it on a matter 





Many Work at this Business 
‘“*Cunso,” said Fangle, ‘* what is Jay Snith 
doing for a living now?” 
** A contractor.” 
“At! In what line?” 
* Debts.”— Time. 





The Tell-Tale Sister, a Severe Chastis:m’nt and An Awful Revenge. 
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One of my diversions during a wearisome 
ride on the railway is to observe the conductor, 
and my conclusions have been that if any indi- 
vidual should possess sweetness of temper and 
an inexhaustible fund of patience, he is the 
man. He is one of the most powerful factors 
in making up the comfort of the passengers. 
His influence on the few score individuals help- 
lessly incarcerated in a rapidly moving train, 
all subject to his pertinent enquiries and pene- 
trating punch, is such that he leaves behind 
him either a long train of irritated sensibilities, 
or a peaceful influence which acts like a balm 
on the tired nerves of the traveler. As one 
star differeth from another in glory, so one 
condu:tor differeth from another. There 
is the conductor whose mission it is to bless, 
and there is the conductor whose destiny, it 
seems, is to damn—that is, the comfort of the 
passengers. One hot afternoon this summer I 
was in a crowded car as it appruached the 
Bridge. It was full of people who were going 
to change routes at that point, and who were 
anxious as to which train to take, when it 
would leave, and whether they could go for- 
ward that night or rot. A tall, thin, grey- 


headed, grey-whiskered, and benevolent-look- | 
| Serenade. The latter was really well sung, but 


ing man opened the farther door and said, 
‘Tickets, please,” 
one would imagine he was sorry to put 
people to such unnecessary trouble. He made 
such happy progress through the car that every- 
body had their tickets out waiting for him. He 
was plied with questions from almost every 


nature, supplementing them with needed in- 
formation unasked for, and in fact, enquiring 
the destination of each traveler and pointing 
out the right course to pursue. Ladies beamed 
on him with satisfaction, and there was nobody, 


except the take-care-of-himself commercial, | 
who was not glai that he had come by that | 


train. He was the conductor of Peace. 

Another scene. A similar train on another | 
branch of the same railway. The conductor, a 
big heavy man with shaven face, enters and | 
gruffily demands “ Tickets!” and those unfor- 
tunate passengers who did not observe him in 
time to yield up their pissports without delay 
received a punch in the ribs and the admonition 
to ‘“‘ Hurry up, there!” Nearme was seated an | 
old lady with basket and bundle, as fussy and 
nervous as she well could be. Several times as 
we drew neara station she enquired if this was 
*“*the junction.” The conductor punched her | 
ticket and roughly told her to ‘“‘change cars at 
Georgetown Junction.” 

‘“‘Can I go onthe Hamilton and Northwest- 
era,” squeaked the old lady. 

*“Yis, yees kin go on the Hamilton and 





in so gentle a tone that 
at dramatic effect on the word ‘* mourn,” which 








Northwestern ; I’ve no objection,” snapped his 
niosin navy blue. This harsh treatment of a 
poor, flurried old woman so moved several pas- | 
sengers that she was helped off at the proper | 
place without the help of the conductor of 
Wrath. 
If our observance of the golden rule is partly 
to determine our destiny, on the day when | 
that conductor's ticket for eternity is taken up | 
one can almost imagine, without being unchar- 
itable, that as he stands before the gate and 
makes the observation that he ‘*‘ would like to 
be shown the way to heaven,” St. Peter would 
naively remark as he drew the bolts tighter: 
**My dear fellow, personally I've no objection 
to your reaching your destination, but I believe 
you are at the wrong entrance.” Pi. 


The Only Genuine Elixtr. 


The elixir of life sensation, absurd as it was, 
will not have been useless if it has called atten- 
tion tothe fact that mankind as arule will grow 
old long before they should, and that it is 
possible by forethought and prudence to delay 
very considerably the period of senile decay. | 
The great majority of men literally “live fast” | 
not necessarily in the worst sense of the term ; 
but they consume unnecessarily the vital 
forces. Too much work and worry, too much | 
eating and drinking, and too little open air | 
exercise, make many aged at fifty or fifty-five 
when they should be still fresh and vigorous. 
The fancied necessity of getting wealthy is | 
probably responsible for more broken down 
constitutions and deaths from old age in 
middle life, than even the ravages of dissipa.- | 
tion. Even when the overworked business 
man takes an enforced vacation he does not as 
a rule know how to enjoy his outing properly. 
His mind is still running on bills coming due, | 
stock quotations on the price of wheat, and the | 
benefits of recreation are lost. And, after all, 
how very few reach the goal for which they | 
have struggled so keenly? Health of mind and 
body and the capacity to enjoy leisure and take 
an active interest in other matters than dollar. | 
grabbing are worth more than wealth. No | 
prospect of gain ought to temp* any one to | 
sacrifice these to the modern Moloch of busi- | 
ness. The man who, when well advanced in 
years, has good health and unbroken spirits, 
even if poor, can afford to pity the wealthy but | 

| 
| 
1 
| 
| 








broken down and prematurely aged money- 
maker who has, as the world calls it, ** sue 
ceeded in life.” The example of Mr. Gladstone 
ought to be an encouragement to those who 
wish to preserve their faculties to the last, as | 
showing how a due observance of the laws of | 
health and good living can postpone the evil 
day of decline. Regular living and the avoid- 
ance of all excess furnish the only genuine | 
elixir. 


| of last week. 


ere long. 


| Schuch’s No Surrender and A Soldier and a/| 
Man, were warmly applauded, an encore song 
being Every Bullet has its Billet. 


| tens gave a very enjoyable Soiree Musicale at 
Victoria Hall on Monday evening, at which 
Miss Marie C. Strong, Miss Ella Cowley, Miss 
Whitney, Mr. Carl Schmidt and an orchestra 
| assisted. That on Wednesday evening of last 
week a choral Thanksgiving service was held 
at All Saints’ Church under the direction of | 
Mr. G. H. Fairclough, in which both cnoir and 
organist worked most effectively. 
Sims Richards sang before the St. Cecilia 
Society of Boston on Thursday evening in | 
& manner to win the commendation of | 
both the society and its conductor, Mr. Leng. 
Mr. Richards, during his stay in Boston, re 





The Lotus Glee Club of Boston has traveled 
even over the ocean, and has sung‘n England, 
meeting with considerable appreciation in the 
old land. I cannot help saying that, if they 
sang no better in England than they did in 
Toronto, on Tuesday evening in Association 
Hall, English taste is not altogether a criterion 
of what is elegant and artistic. When I find 
fault with them, it is not so much on account 
of their ensemble work as on account of the 
lack of virile power, and of the inartistic man- 
ner of their singing. They sing marvellously 
well together and they have a beautifu! balance 
of tone, if the word *‘ tone” can be used where 
that phonic element is reduced to a minimum, 
In the whole evening there was not one good, 
healthy forte, such as four young men in a fair 
state of physical strength should have shown. 

* 


I have noticed this same effeminacy in all 
American male quartettes that have come 
under my notice, except those in German sing- 
ing societies. Everything seems to have been 
sacrificed to the ‘polishing down” process, 
No doubt it is very good and laudable to pro 
duce a fine, long-drawn-out pianissimo, but the 
excellence of quartette singing in its dynamic 
aspect does not copsist of this alone. They 
should occasionally show that they are men, 
not mere whispering machines. As the latter 
musical monstrosities the Lotus Club showed a 
fine pre-eminence. In addition to this, when 
solo parts occurred in the quartettes to be sung 
by the second tenor or basses, the tone was 
poor and badly produced. The first tenor, or 
perhaps to speak more properly, the alto, was 
well kept down and had a pretty, though lady- 


like tone. 
* 


Then their phrasing was bad. It was jerky 


| and disconnected, especially in a ‘* sacred se- 


lection,” Shall We Meet, which they sang and 
which was full of exaggerated rests. Their 
best numbers: were the Three Fishers and Abt’s 
the former suffered by an exaggerated attempt 


was produced more as if it were ‘‘howl,” with 


» the action suited to the words, a result which 
| almost parodied 
words. Their rendition of Massa’s in the Cold, 


seat as to routes, changes and time-tables, all Cold Ground, was no doubt one which would 


of which he answered with unwavering good- | 
| with its imitation of the banjo, but it was un- 


| questionably meretricious under the circum- 


Charles Kingsley’s noble 


have been clever in a variety entertainment, 


stances which obtained in such a place as the 


| halls of the Y. M. C. A. 


* 

Their solo singing was poor, with the quali- 
fied exception of the basso, Mr. Davis, who has 
a fine voice, marred by a certain parsimony of 
tone, as if he were afraid to impart it to the 
outer air. Still he was the best of them, and 
gave a fairly acceptable, if somewhat languid, 
rendering of In Old Madrid. Their presence 


| on the stage was slightly marred by the fact 


that the baritone was a trifle taller than the 


| basso, and had therefore to stand out of his 


piace at the end of the quartette to preserve the 
harmony of appearances totheeye. They were 
supported by Miss Minnie Marshall, a reader, 
who essayed a scene from Ingomar, in which 
she gave some ludicrous instances of false em- 
phasis, such as *‘ Do you love your husband?” 
as if the lady who was_ questioned 
would naturally be supposed to love some 
other woman's husband! In speaking the lines 
of Ingomar, she assumed a position seemingly 
a cross between a John L. and a laundress, 
which would indicate that the Barbarian was 


| not altogether a stranger to the art of self- 


defence, nor yet to the charms of the class 
which provides man with the comfort of clean 
linen. In her little humorous pieces, however, 
she was very happy and very pleasing. 

A much more satisfactory subject is the con- 
cers by the combined bands of the Queen’s Own 
and Thirteenth Battalions on Thursday night 
The combined bands played 
splendidly. Their numbers were the Tann- 
huser March, the Rosamunde Overture, a selec- 
tion from Ernani and Meyerbeer’s Fackeltanz, 
in which Messrs. Robinson and 
developed a control of their forces, which 
was really wonderful when it is consid 


for the bands together. All these pieces | 
were well played, only a slight wavering 
being occasionally noticeable, but the climax 
was well reached in the last number, which re- 


ceived its first representation in this wise on | 


that occasion. The magnificent unisons were 
actually thundered forth, and this piece, more 


| than any, contributed to a universal wish that 


the two bands might be heard together again 


TORONTO SATURDAY 


Bayley | 


| | week as formerly. 
ered that there was only a short rehearsal | 








ceived many complimen's on the quality of his 
voice, and will shortly be a‘nong us again. 
Another noteworthy fact is that Mr. Philip 
Jacobi has been elected president of the Choral 
Society. This gentleman has always been an 
ardent supporter of musical ventures in To- 
ronto, and his assumption of office means a 
liberal musical policy for the Society. He made 
his inaugural speech on Tuesday evening, and 
at once won the favor of the Society by draw- 
ing attention toa notice on the walls of the pr&c- 
tice-room tothe effect that ‘‘prayersand addreses 
would be restricted to three minutes,” and by 
taithfully adhering thereto. The practice of the 
Society was attended by about one hundred 
and fifty members, and under Mr. Edward 
Fisher's direction, Mozart’s First Mass and 
part of Signor D Auria’s cantata, the Sea King’s 
Bride, received a very satisfactory rehearsal. 


The future has in store for us, first on Mon- 
day evening, the excellent Boston Symphony 
Orchestral Club, under the management of J. 
M. Depew & Co., which will play some novel- 
ties, in addition to which we shall hear Mons, 
Alfred de Seve. violinist to H. R. H. the 
Princess Lousie ; Mr. Richard Stoelzer on an 
instrument, now comparatively unknown, the 
viola d’ amour; Mr. Fred Lax, the flautist ; Mr. 
Otto Langey, a violoncellist of considerable re- 
pute, and Miss Augusta Ohrstrom, a Swedish 
singer, whose reputation promises us a great 
treat. On Wednesday evening, Miss Nora 
Ciench makes her formal debut before a To- 
ronto audience after her return from Germany, 
when she will play among other numbers, 
Ernest’s Airs Hongrois, a most difficult com- 
position. She will be assisted by Mme, Fanny 
Bloomfield, a pianist of considerable Amer- 
ican repute, Mme. Moran Wyman, a fine 
contralto, and Mr. Whitney Mockridge, a tenor 
whom we are always proud to claim as a To- 
rontonian. Mme. Bloomfield will play a para- 
phrase on airs from Lucia for the left hand 
alone, an effort we have not seen in Toronto 
since the days of Boscowitz some twenty years 
ago. 





* 

On Thursday, the day of turkeys, we shall 
have two strong musical attractions. Elm 
Street Methodist Church, which has long been 
in the van in the enterpris2 of securing emi- 
nent talent for its concerts, will offer us Mrs. 
E. Humphrey-Allen, one of the finest sopranos 
in America, and Mr. George Parker, a tenor of 
equal repute, together with the standard forces 
of the choir, Mrs. Davidson, Miss Scott, Mr. 
Gorrie and Mr. Blight, with Mrs. Blight 
at the organ. On the same evening Mr. 


| Schuch will present, cn behalf of St. George’s 


Society, a programme headed by Mrs. 
Agnes Thomson who will then make 
her first appearance this season. She 


will be supported by Miss Annie Langstaff, 
Miss Jessie Alexander, Mr. Schuch, Mr. Grant 
Stewart, Mr. Giuseppi Dinelli, Mr. J. C. 
Arlidge, Mr. G. H. Fairclough and the fine 
choir of the Church of the Redeemer, all of 
whom will present a distinctively English pro- 
gramme. 


The following week will give us on Monday 
evening a concert by the Heintzman Band, for 
which it has secured the great cornet virtuoso, 
Jules Levy, with his company composed of 
Mme. Rosa Linde, contralto; Mr. William 
Lavin, tenor, and Mr. Edwin M. Shonert, 
pianist. The Thursday of that week will place 
before us a concert by the Irish Protestant 
Benevolent Society, under Mr. Schuch’s direc- 
tion, at which will appear Mrs. Agnes Thom- 
son, Mrs. Mackelcan, Mr. Charles V. Slocum 
of Buffalo, Mr. Schuch, Mrs. H. M. Blight and 
the band of the Queen’s Own Rifles; all of 
which goes to show that Toronto is a decidedly 
musical city, METRONOME. 





The Drama. 





On account of this page of SarurpAy NIGHT 
going to press on Wednesday I am unable 
this week to make mention of Mr. Mantell’s 
appearance at the Grand Opera House in his 
new play, The Marble Heart, and in his Shake- 
spearean success, Othello. His romantic play, 
Monbars, has already been noticed at length in 
thiscolumn, It is the role which Mr. Mantell 
has made us familiar with and which has made 
him best known to the people of Toronto. De- 
spite the imperfections of Monbars, however, 
and the frequency of its presentation here, 
large and appreciative audiences greeted it this 


* 

This I ascribe to the magnetic personality of 
the star and his brilliant impersonation of the 
title role, rather than to any intrinsic merit of 
the character itself. The play verges continu- 
ally on the melodramatic, and in less consci- 
entious and able hands than Mr. Mantell's, 
would be branded by most critics as being sen- 
sational to a degree. The agony begins early 
in the play and continues almost uninterrupt- 
edly tothe end. But quickened with the spirit 
of genius and tempered with its moderation, 





The Hamilton band well sustained its high 


| reputation by its rendering of the William Tell | 
| overture, an arrangement which was new to us 
here, but which was very effective, while the | 
| local band gave a very amusing selection, en- 
titled A Voyage in a Troopship, in which popu. | 
lar airs and the grandeur of a storm at sea vied 
| for popular favor. Mrs. {Mackelcan’s songs, 
Angus 
were sung with the 
pathos that have 
popular in Toronto, and elicited recalls to 
which she responded by happy renderings of 


Macdonald and In Old Madrid, 
expression and 
made this lady so 


Jessamy Town and a Spanish Song. Mr. 


Minor musical notes are that Mr. Carl Mar- 





That Mr. | 





| muscular, with head well poised on his broad, 


surrounded with the glamour of a strong mind 
and the attractive glow of a handsome person, 
the somewhat inconsistent character of Mon- 
bars becomes as enthralling to the spectator as 
though it bore the magic impress which makes 
Hamlet and Othello live forever in the minds of 


men. 


Few men could b2 found physically more 
adapted to the impersonation of heroic charac- 
ters than Mr. Mantell. Tall, straight and 


square shoulders, legs like the Apollo Belvidere 
and a face approaching the Grecian in contour, 
an artist would instinctively compare him to 
the ancient conceptions of the solar deity, and 
not much to his disfavor. His eye is luminous 
and expressive, and in the ordinary tones of 
his voice one hears the reverberation of distant 
thunders which are not wanting when called 
upon. Yet his whispers can be heard in the 
farthest corner of the house. A good bodily 
presence is almost as necessary to the actors of 
heroic roles as the gi’t of speech, and in this 
particular the powers have been unusally favor- 
able to Robert Mantell. 


The company supporting Mr. Mantell is com- 
posed principally of the same people who ac- 
companied him last season. Miss Charlotte 








Behrens takes the principal female character, | 
Diane. This bright young lady, while taking 
her part with much care and a thurough appre- 





NIGHT. 


ciation of its requirements, possesses one fault 
which detracts largely from the beauty of her 
work—that is, the sound made when she takes 
breath after each sentence. 


lines is decidedly stagey, while her movements | 
are graceful and free. She seems to have been | 


trained in the melo-dramatic school, and finds 


it difficult to throw off the tendency to end her | 


sentences on a high note. The Laurert of Mr. 
Mark Price contains many good touches, but 
would not suftcr if he could modulate his voice 
at times, so as to make it a little more sympa- 
thetic. Mr. Kendall Westonas Louis De Meran, 
does not improve much, and his acting of that 
important character leaves a good deal to be 
desired. 





Mr. H. C. Kennedy's company, presenting 
The White Slave, is with us again this week at 
the Toronto Opera House. The White Slave is 
not quite so old as Uncle Tom’s Cabin, as it 
was evidently from the latter that the gifted 
author, the late Mr. Bartley Campbell drew 
his inspiration. But if not quite so old, 
the mosses of antiquity have long since made 
their appearance, though the play still draws 
well enough on the cheap route. The friends 
of one’s boyhood may be seen with pleasure and 
delight once in a while, but when their visits 
recur frequently, and when they retail the 
same old stories, the same old jokes, and 
the same old songs at each visit, 
one longs for some ‘valley in_ the 
west,” where, free from Uncle Toms, and 
White Slaves, and all their kind, ‘‘the weary 
soul may rest.” The interminable working of 
these old plays is another instance of the lack 
of originality I wrote about last week. Good 
plays, discarded by first class companies: 
gradually run down, till, in the hands of 
barn-storming companies, bereft of all their 
original spirit, they are dinged into the pub- 
lic ear as long as they are capable of making 
a dollar for a manager. This may be business, 
but when business becomes the grand object 
of managers and players, the drama as an art 
is sure to retrograde. I did not observe that 
the company playing the White Slave here 
this week contained any members calculated to 
scintillate at a much loftier attitude in the 
dramatic firmament than they now occupy. 





“*Come in,” said Miss Behrens, as I tapped 
at the door of her parlor in the Rossin House. 
Accepting the invitation, I found myself in the 
presence of three women, who appeared to be 
talkingat the sametime. One was, of course, the 
leading lady of the Mantell Company ; another 
was lady number two, and the third was a 
voluble talker, who was soliciting orders for 
lace goods. The latter soon departed; Miss 
Hamblin also left the room. Pointing to half- 
opened packages of gloves and hose, Miss 
Behrens told me that she had been shopping— 
‘* buying things for my nephews and aunts and 
cousins,” she said, merrily. 


**I was born in Brooklyn, though my educa- 
tion was received in California, and I made my 
debut in San Francisco, so I am really a Cali- 
fornia girl.” This was in response to a query 
as to what particular part of Uncle Sam's do- 
mains she called home. 


. 

Miss Behrens declined to express a preference 
for any one of the three characters she portrays, 
although she confessed a liking for ‘* emotional 
parts.” 

‘*Do people not tell you that you have an 
emotional face?” I asked. ‘‘ Y-e-s,” was the 
hesitating reply, ‘‘ I must admit that they do.” 
Her face is a study, bespeaking a rugged power 
of concentration. In conversation she lacks 
the dash and sparkle which so many actresses 
affect, and adopts a womanly and tender man- 
ner. It may not be aatural, but is rather 
pleasing—perhaps; from its scarcity among 
thos: whose vocation calls them to face the 
footlights. 

DRAMATIC NOTES, 

A case which shows the amount of work some 
players go through to perfect themselves in a 
part, is Mr. William Harris, Rhea’s leading 
man. He is said to have read all the histories 
and memoirs ever published about Napoleon 
Bonaparte, in order to fit himself for that role 
in the new play of Josephine. 

In the Dresden (Germany) State Theater it is 
a breac of discipline for any artist to accept 
flowers or tokens of admiration or in any other 
way to recognize the presence of the audience 
during the performance. 


Dion Boucicault and Ben Teal are jointly en- 
gaged in play-writing. The copyrights of 
Boucicault’s plays were lately sold at auction 
in London with the following results: London 
Assurance brought $785; Flying Scud, $250; 
Arrah-na-Pogue, $625; The Long Strike, $210; 
After Dark, $350: Formosa, $270, and the re- 
mainder much smaller sums. 


The United States taxed Wilson Barrett to 
the tune of $2,000 for the privilege of bringing 
his scenery, costumes and properties into that 
country. He proposes to appeal to the secre- 
tary of the treasury on the ground that they 
were merely his tools of trade. 


Boucicault, discussing orchestras in the Mir- 
ror, says: ‘‘ Why should music accompany 
dramatic performances anyway? Is it not a 
sign that music is not wanted when we see the 
bauds shoved here and there, under the stage 
and over the stage, and in the wings, and 
finally in sonie separate room where they are 
not seen? In many of the theaters of Eurcpe 
now they have no orchestras at all, and orches- 
tras were unknown in the formative period of 
the drama. There is none at the Theatre- 
Francais.” 


— @— 


He Did. 


Miss Beacon (of Boston)—Do you never 
feel an insatiate craving for the unattainable— 
a consuming desire to transcribe the limitations 
which hedge mortality, and commune, soul to 
soul, with the spirits of the infinite? 

Omaha Man — Yes, 
Bazaar. 


Kinder. — Harper's 


— 22 


The Marlborough House Malady. 


At the Whippersnapper Club: 

Cadley—What aw_you witing, old chappie? 
Deuced long lettaw, bay Jove! 

Cubleigh—It’s not aw lettaw at all, doncher 
know. The fact—aw—is, I've got Bwight’s 
disease—aw—and I’m—aw— making my will. 

Cadley—Gad, ole fellow, I’ve just been to aw 
undawtakaw's to give diwections for maw fu- 
ueeet. I'm in thaw—aw—lawst stages, maw- 
seit, 





—<$_<_____ 


Her reading of her | 





| 


| 
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Two Little Elves. 


Two tiny, ciatt ring winsom? e've3 
Are with me everywhere, 

The first is fiir, with stately grace, 

And one is dark, wish brown-hued face, 
And brai is of glintiag hair. 


The nam: of one is F ancy Free, 
Her eyes are tender blue ; 
But wee Miss Practical's orbs are brown, 
At Fancy’s freaks sh »'ll ofitimes frown, 
And mitter—‘‘ Sure to rue.” 


Gay Fancy’s garb is clinging white, 
With ribbons, frills and lace ; 

Her sister elf is clad in gray, 

But heart-thouzhts over her features play, 
And bright’n her sober f sce. 


On shopping days Miss Fancy leans, 
Whisp’ring with coaxing ai’, 
‘* This cloth is begt—s9 new and bright,’’ 
But Practical holds it to the light, 
And says ‘‘I fear ’t won’t wear.” 


Miss Fancy speaks of m:nI know, 
As jolly and kiad and gay ; 

She praises a voice, a smile or eyes, 

But Practical asks in a tone so wise, 
“Will he mean the hilf h2’ll say.” 


Ani when the world looks dark and gray, 
When people seem cross and blue, 
Miss Fancy moans, ‘‘O, ’tis a shame,” 
But Practical cries, ‘‘ Taey’re not to blame, 
The rest are right—it’s you!” 
—Fraxcis Burton CLarg, 


Plighting. 





For Saturday Night. 
A nmppling wave upon the sea, 
A moon-beam chaste and cold, 
Clasped hands and plighted troth to-night, 
With vows that ne’er grow old. 


Ah ! but the wave was a happy swain, 
Ah! but the moon-beam cy, 

While the fair stars watched once again 
O'er love's fond fleeting joy. 


For another wooer sought the moon, 
And she’s but a fickle jade, 

S» he wrapt her clos in his dirk emrace, 
And his fierce wild homage paid. 


The moon sleeps yet in her cloud love’s arms, 
The dark wave sob; alone, 

‘Tis ths are plizhted lover's vows, 
Then lightly overthrown. Cc. G. B. 


Having the Last Word. 





For Saturday Night. 
We've j ist had afew words, 
My little wife and I, 
A practice which we oft indulge 
When no one else is by. 


And, come to thi_k of it, 
Tne day that we were wed 
We had a few, and every day 
Since then, one word has led 


To more, though twenty years 

Are numbered with the past, 

We both have tried, with might and main, 
Which one would have the last. 


A dog’s life” do you say’ 
Well, hardly that, he'd be 
A very happy dog ind-ed, 
That could compare with me. 


You'd wish that you were dead, 
Rather than Fate should bring 
To you a lifetime such as mine, 
Of constant quarreling. 


Ah! well, now, come. Who said 

A word of quarreling ? 

She’s all that’s sweet, and kind, and good, 
And still my darling. 


We've just had a few words, 

As I remarked above ; 

But, bless you, they have only been 

As always—words of love. 
Severn Brivesr, Oct. 29, 1889. Rev. J. Smiugy, M.A. 


The Father to His Boy. 


Come hither, William John, my son, come hither to my 
knee, 

We'll sit and watch the river take its journey to the sea, 

And as the water rolla along I fain would talk awhile, 

Since I have heard thy youthful sou! is lately steeped in 
guile ; 

They tell me that you want t > be a humorist, and write 

For papers, grinding out your jests at morning, noon and 
night ; 

To tell of candies made of clay and other jokes as dark— 

Alas, my son, old Noah sprung each chestnut in the ark ! 





You'll tell about the wretched man who long with stove - 
pipes toils, 

And say the mother-in-law is fit for stratagems and sp ils ; 

And to the cat that sings at night you columns will devote, 

And bubble o’er with humor when you're speaking of the 
goat 

That breaks its fast with circus bills and scraps of rusty 
tin. 

And boil with mirth when speaking of the tramp who's 
soaked with gin, 

And gets a dose of thirty days —oh, William Johnnie, hark ! 

Old Noah rang the bell on such when sailing in the ark. 


Of course, about the setting hen you'll speak in ecstasy 

That brooding fowl has always been to hum drists a glee ; 

And then the poet with his rhymes who climbs the printer's 
stair, 

And lands upon the sidewalk with a look of dull despair ; 

And looking to the future, son, you well I can descry 

Propounding such a thing as this: ‘‘ What makes the bot 
tle-fly ?” 

Or telling of the nurse and “ cop” a-courtinz in the park — 

Old Noah wept when gags like these were given in the ark . 


We'll sit beside the river, son, and watch its rapid flow, 

Andif you do not change your mind, we rapidly shall go 

To where there hangsa beaten strap within our humble call, 

And I shall gently take 1t down—shall take it from the wall ; 

And those who live within three blocks ere we have done 
our quarrel 

Will think I'm simply pounding in the heading of a barrel ; 

And if they any questions ask I'll say it’s just a lark 

With one that wants to spring the gags that soanded in the 
ark, —Omaha Republican 


Oe 


A Desperate Man. 


Bagley had called on fifteen landlords, all of 
whom enjectes to leasing him their houses be- 
cause he had children, t last he became des- 


perate and resolved to have a house at any cost. 
** Well,” he said to landlord number sixteen 
* IT guess I'll take this place.” 

**Pardon me, sir,” said the landlord, ‘‘ but 
have you any children?” A 
**Yes:” sighed Bagley, “ but I'll kill them. 

—Judge. 
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Noted People. 


Prof. John Stuart Blackie of Elinburgh at- 


tains his 80th birthday this year. 


The King of Bavaria receives an income of 
$1,009 000 a year from the profits of the Hof: 


brauhaus brewery. 


Elison’s hair is rapidly becoming gray, and 
he attributes it to the fact that he was said to 


have been made an Italian count. 


Emperor William has prohibited the use of 


the word cigar, on account of its French origin. 
In future the fragrant weed is to be known in 
Germany by the excruciatingly Teutonic word 
of Glimmstengel. 


John Burns, the English socialistic leader 
who managed the great strike of the London 
dockmen, is a relative of the lace Robert 
Burns. In appearance he resembles the dead 
poet so strongly as to cause general comment. 


A biographer of David Bennett Hill recalls the 
fact that the bachelor governor was never fond 
of the girls. He has always avoided their 
society, ana he has been known to walk around 
a block t6 avoid meeting one. 


It is not generally known that there are in 
existence some very spirited ballads by Lord 
Macaulay, which, in accordance with the 
author's wish, have never been published. The 
best of them relates the story of Bosworth 
field. 


When the Pope recently received a letter 
from Harvard University in acknowledgment 
of some presents which he had sent it, he read 
the conmunication out aloud, slowly, and ex- 
pressed his admiration of the classical Latin in 
which it was written. 


Gov. Lee of Virginia has a letter from Lord 
Wolseley, saying he will attend the unveiling 
of the monument to Gen. Robert E. Lee in 
Virginia early in December unless something 
unforseen prevents, This is in response to an 
invitation. Jefferson Davis will also attend, 
and Lord Wolseley and Mr. Davis will be the 
lions of the occasion. 


Sir Edwin Arnold is credited with saying that 
a man who is careful about his dress will be 
careful about his habits, and will not engage 
in any proceeding that would cast a stain upon 
his reputation. So many exceptions to this 
will readily occur to everyone, that it is doubt- 
ful if Sir Edwin expressed such a sentiment 
without qualification. 


Truth says there is a marvellous thaw in the 
rigidity of Balmoral life when the Queen actu- 
ally allows the ball’ room of the castle to be 
converted into a theater, with a stage and ap- 
pliances arranged by people from Aberdeen, 
specially painted scenery, representing views 
on Deeside, and an orchestra from Aberdeen. 
The piece was Used Up, and Princess Beatrice 
plaved Lady Clutterbuck. 


Mr. Andrew Carnegie denies the story that 
weary of waiting for the Pittsburg Councilmen 
to accept his offer of a free library, he had ap- 
pointed a citizens’ committee of his own. Mr. 
Carnegie says: ‘‘I am not weary of waiting. 
On the ‘contrary, I am as patient as Job.” A 
man waiting for a present of $750,000 to be ac- 
cepted suggests a new design for an emblem of 
patience. 


During their visit to Constantinople, the Ger- 
man Emperor and Empress are staying at the 
famous White Palace. It occupies a delightful 
site within the demesne of the Yildiz Kiosk, 
with terraced gardens sloping to the Bosphorus, 
where two barges (one rowed by twenty-four 
black Nubians, in scarlet satin uniforms; the 
other by twenty-four Greeks, in blue silk, with 
red and gold caps), and a steam launch will be 
at the disposal of their majesties, 


The Queen of Roumania, whose pen name is 
Carmen Sylva, has a romantic history. She 
was born Princess of Weid, a smail Rhine 
principality, and her early life was one unceas- 
ing course ot study. In 1869 she married Prince 
Charlies of Hohenzollern, who was made ruler 
of Roumania. She applied herself to the study 
of the language and interested herself in her 
people, thus winning their love and loyalty. 
The loss of her little daughter—her only child— 
was a great grief to the Queen, and her whole 
life has been saddened by her bereavement. 

One who recently visited Whittier at his 
home, ‘‘Oak Knoll,” Danvers, Mass., speaks 
with quiet conviction of his goodness of heart 
and kind, simple manner. A Scotch collie 
named Robin Adair lay on the hearth rug. On 
the table stood a glass of blue gentians, and a 
wood tire brightened tie pleasant sitting-room 
in which the visitor waited while other callers 
took leave of the venerable poet. His study is 





asmall room, with a desk scattered over with 
papers. Portraits of Emerson, John Bright, 
and the Emperor of Brazil adorn the walls. 
The window overlooks the spot where a minis- 
ter was hanged for a wizard, and the cemetery 
where an Indian girl concerned in witchcraft is 
buried. ‘‘ That was long ago,” said Whittier, 
“‘but see,” pointing to a horseshoe hanging 
above his door, ‘‘ that is to keep the witches 
away.” This last was with a little laugh, for 
the writer of the quaintly-worded Quaker 
poems, the stirring records of historical events, 
and the dear home scanes, has yet a twinkle of 
merriment in his eye, though he has reached 
the good old age of fourscore. 


Tothe younger generation the name of Ricord 
has no particular significance. To maturer 
readers, it brings to mind one of the greatest 
of specialists, whom thousands of persons 
journeyed to Paris to meet, twenty and thirty 
years ago, and who was summoned in consulta- 
tion whenever the Emperor Napoleon and the 
crowned heads of Europe discovered that the 
divine right of kings offered them no protec- 
tion against maladies that afflicted alike 
sailor and suitan. Ricord, who died in Paris 
the other day, was, as most people will be 
surprised to learn, an American by birth. He 
was a native of Charleston, descended from the 
old Huguenut stock, and he came into the world 
with the century. His vast and gloomy hotel 
in the Rue de Tournon witnessed, morning, 
afternoon and evening, an endless procession 
of wretched mortals. All around the doctor's 
consulting-room were tiny ante-chambers, for 
no one of Ricord'’s patients cared to meet an- 
other. Ushered into the sacred presence, the 
visitér beheld a small and, of late, aged and de- 
crepit man, who questioned him, submitted 
him to a brief examination, and gave his de- 
cision with the laconism and certainty of 
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science, 
cushion, and on this—and sometimes in a por- 
celain jar—-the patient dropped the regulation 
20 franc piece, which represented the minimum 
consultation fee. When the caller’s face and 
manner pleased the A! iculapius, he would chat 


with him a few minutes and show the stranger 


some choice pictures adorning tle walls. But, 
as a rule, Dr. Ricord in his cabinet attended 
strictly to business. If he has left any mem- 
oizs, what strange stories they may tell of im- 
perial and royal intrigues, begun amid all the 
splendor of passion and ended in suffering and 


death ! 
wa ee 


The Bells of Lynne. 





The night is falling, the north wind blows, 
It bitterly blows over marsh and lea ; 
The plowman clings to his cap as he goes, 
And the curlew tilts in the spume of the sea. 


But far and faint, and sweet and thin, 

Oh, hear the bells from the old gray town, 
The ancient, red-roofed city of Lynne, 

That lies where the winding hills come down ! 


As oft as the bitter winds are blown, 

The smiting winds, from the fields of snow, 
So often the bells of Lynne float down 

To the dunes and the desolate wastes below. 


As oft as the human heart is torn 
By the pain of loss, by the strife of sin, 
So oft are the bells of heaven borne 
O’er the sobbing wastes, like the bells of Lynne. 
James Buckuam. 





"Varsity Chat. 


Mr. K. C. Mcllwraith, who used to lend a 
charm to the classical class of 90, and who was 
compelled by uncertain health to discontinue 
his studies for a year, has gone into medicine. 

Om 


A meeting was announced for last Tuesday 
afternoon to discuss the control of the ’Varsity. 
It was expected that representatives of the 
company would be present to make an offer to 
the undergraduates but none appeared. The 
matter is consequently in a somewhat indefinite 
state at present. The lack of interest in the col- 
lege paper among undergraduates is one of the 
most discouraging facts which a public-spirited 
collegian has to face. Only few ever seemed to 
take pride in the paper, and that, too, when 
pride would have had a most adequate justifi- 
cation. Now that its existence is threatened, 
there are equally few tolend a sustaining hand, 


* 

All this means that the majority take a 
fatally narrow view of college life. It is not 
the fact, per se, that we shall, perhaps, have no 
college paper, which is most to be regretted, but 
the other and more important fact, that the 
spirit and unselfish energy which are necessary 
for the success of a college paper and other 
college institutions are seen to be wanting. If 
men at college will not support a paper ora 
literary society, I cannot see where patriotism 


is to come in. 
7 


The class of 93 met this week for the purpose 
of organizing. A constitution was adopted and 


| the election of officers postponed till next 


Tuesday afternoon. There seems to be con- 
siderable ability in the year. 
a 


Mr. G. Silverthorn, M.B., ’89, has taken his 
departure for Germany where he will study for 
two years. ‘‘Gid’s” many friends wish him 
unqualitied success, 


A motion is on the table in the Literary 
Society to the effect that a memorial be sent to 
the class of ’92 requesting its executive to dis- 
pense with literary programmes at their class 
meetings. It is claimed that the said pro- 
grammes consume energy which would other- 
wise be expended in the society of societies, 
the Literary Society. Apart from the consti- 
tutionality of the motion which is, at least, 
questionable, it looks like an attempt to legis- 
late water up hill so to speak. If this well- 
meaning motion is carried it will be in order to 
censure the class of '91 for holding a dinner on 
Friday evening. 


e 

The Glee Club moves on in its own harmon- 
ious way. It has never been more efficient 
than during the last two years under Mr. 
Schuch, that is, speaking from an artistic 
standpoint. But so far it has failed to perform 
its other function of popularizing college chor- | 
uses. Time was when from sundry lecture 
rooms the sweet voices of waiting students 
floated out on the breeze and across the 
campus. But old things have passed away. 
Tune up, gleemen. 


+ 

Disturbances of gigantic proportions have 
taken place several times of late between 
meds. and arts men in the west end lecture 
room. There is nothing intrinsically objection- 
able in these good-natured scuffigs, but there is 
danger that ill-feeling may be aroused between 
students of the two faculties—a consummation 


devoutly not to be wished. 
2 


Mr. W. H. Mulligan, a med., won the cham- 
pionship at the recent sports, and men of all 
classes heartily applauded him. The sports 
themselves, in spite of the unfavorable weather, 
were a decided success. Much credit is due to 
the committee for the happy result of their 
labor of love. The fatigue race, which is anew 
feature, was an unusually attractive‘event. It 
might be described, without reflecting on the 
contestants, as a donkey race. 


Mr. J. W. Scane, '91, of football fame, has de- 
serted his alma mater for McGill. He will 
study medicine. NEMO. 








A Result of Rapid Social Evolution. 


Janes D. Paelan, a Californian, is one of the 
characters of San Francisco, says New York 
Truth. Whether his first steps up the ladder 
of opulence were taken with a hod on his 
shoulder I don’t know, but he became a con- 
tractorand then amoney-lender. Now he owas 
whole blocks of business buildings on Market 
street, the principal thoroughfare, and lives in 
about the handsomest mansion in San Fran- 
cisco. It is situated on Valencia street, and it 
came into his possession by the foreclosure of 
one of his hundreds of mortgages. Among the 
attractions of the place are sundry pieces of 
statuary set up here and there on the lawns. 
Occasionally Jamas, the elder, lightens the 
burdens of lite by taking a glass of Irish whis- 
ky. Icis related that when he had b2en a short 
tims ia possession of his captured palace Mr. 
Phelan set down his glass one evening, threw 
off his coat, rolled up his sleeves, spat on his 
hands, remarked ** Hurroo!”’ and marched forth 
to the lawn. There he procseded to break his 





On a table near by lay a black velvet 


venerable knuckles on the Apollo Belvedere, 
cursing the while in an able manner. 

“Good gracious, James,” a female voice cried 
from the drawing-room window, “ phwhat the 
devil are yez at?” 

‘*Phwhat am I at, is it?” roared Mr. Phelan, 
getting in a smasher on Apollo's breakfast, 
“Sure it’s two monts this felly’s been here, an’ 
divil a cint av rint have he paid!” 

Mr. Phelan, notwithstanding his millions, 
adheres to the toilet of earlier and humbler 
years. This leads occasionally to embarrass- 
ment. Business called him East a few years 
ago. He filled his pipe and engaged the com- 
pany in the smoker as to the resources ot the 
country they were passing through. He was 
the last to retire to resc. 

‘**T don’t like the looks of that old fellow,” 
said the conductor to one of the passengers who 
was honored with his acquaintance. ‘ He'll 
do to keep an eye on.” And for two nights the 
porter sat sleepless on a stool, watching the 
berth of the honest millionaire, to seize him 
should he crawl out and attempt to hunt for 
wallets under pillows. 





Astonishes the Natives. 


The natives of tropical countries are seldom 
so much astonished as when they are first in- 
troduced to snow andice. The congealing of 
water is a phenomenon they are slow to com- 
prehend. A few months ago Sir William Mce- 
Gregor enticed several New Guinea natives to 
the hitherto unscaled summit of Mount Owen 
Stanley, the loftiest peak in British Austral- 
asia. On its barren summit, nearly a thousand 
feet above the zone of vegetation, big icicles 
were found, greatly to the amazement of the 
natives, who were much startled when they 
touched them, and insisted that their fingers 
had been burned. 0655 <—— 

A year ago, when Mr. Ehlers ascended Mount 
Kilima Njaro, in Africa, his native porters, who 
had lived all their lives near the base of the 
great mountain, pulled off the boots with which 
they had been provided as they approached the 
snow line and plunged merrily into the snow in 
their bare feet. They lost no time in plunging 
out again, and lay writhing on the ground, in- 
sisting that their feet had been severely burned. 
Some of the Central African natives who have 
beer. introduced into Germany mistook last 
winter the first snow storm they saw for a 
flight of white butterflies. Lieut. Von Fran- 
cois says the mistake was a very natural one. 
One day when he was ascending a tributary of 
the Congo he saw for the first time the air filled 
with a great storm of white butterflies, and he 
says the spectacle closely resembled a gentle 
fall of snow. 

The seductive summer drink, so popular in 
our latitude during the dog days, produces upon 
the untutored savage when first brought to his 
notice as unpleasant an effect as an unexpected 
electric shock. King Dinah of West Africa has 
been of the recent sightseers in Paris. An at- 
tempt was made one day to explain to him the 
nature of ice by introducing him to an ice drink. 
The unusual sensation greatly startled his Ma- 
jesty, and he dashed the cooling draught on the 
floor as soon as he had tasted it. 

It is said that our Alaskan Eskimos think 
the weather is uncomfortably sultry when the 
temperature is at the freezing point, while the 
Central African shivers in great distress in a 
temperature of sixty degrees above zero.—New 
York Sun. 


ss 


Pompeiian Excavations, 


The excavations at Pompeii go on all the 
year round, though the number of laborers em- 
loyed depends chiefly on the fees obtained 
rom visitors, as the State subsidy for the work 
is but trifling. To keep up the reputation of 
the place the authorities always have a freshly 
discovered chamber in stock, so to speak, for 
the portions of undiscovered Pompeii occupy a 
larger space than does the excavated part. 
When a great find of antiquities takes place 
the excavated place is carefully, but loosely, 
covered over with gravel and earth to the ex- 
tent of a foot, and when any royal personage or 
famous traveler visits Pompeii, he is led to sup- 
pose that the men, who are with a great show 
of energy digging up the loose gravel, are exca- 
vating in the spot, and revealing the buried 
antiquities for the first time. 

The Chinese of some remote epoch are sup- 
posed to have invented cards and the practice 
of cheating thereat. Recent excavations which 
are going on slowly but surely at Pompeii, show 
that the Romans used not only to play at dice 
—which we knew already—but also to cheat at 
the game. During the excavations a roo;n was 
discovered in which the occupants had evi- 
dently been surprised at a game of hazard, or 
some other dice game. The dice, owing to the 
hard substance of which they were composed, 
were as good as the day they were thrown, and, 
strange to say, two of them were found to be 
loaded.—-N. Y. Truth. 








To Correspondents. 





(Correspondents will address —‘‘ Correspondence Column,” 
SaturDAy Nioent Office. ] 


WILLY ReitLty, Woodsto+k.—‘‘ Louis,” not ‘‘ Louise,” was 
answered in last week’s issue. So your interrogation mark 
after ‘‘her” is absolutely valueless—is it not? Are you 
sure it was not one of the ‘‘ boys” who dared you? You 
are self-willed, endowed with aliberal amount of the spirit 
of mischief, and are witty, decided ani apt to be jealous, 

Doc., Hulburton, N. Y.—S;mpathetio, generous, decided 
and prompt in action ; apt to please yourself regardless of 
consequences It evincas also sense of ho1o* and warmth 
of attachment. 

O. T. Matong, City. —Witty, impulsive aid prone to dis 
regard advice. Your writiag indicates also am ition, with 
a lack of that perseveranc? nec :ssary to the fu'film ant of it. 

Fauve Leaves, UOttawa.—You are controlied by your 
head, noi your heart; are reserved, energetic, yet show 
pover of pissionate attachment and fervor of imagination. 





Samanrua, Toronto.—Artistic taste, good nature, energy, 
warmth of attachment. Inclined to consider well before 
taking any important step. 


Berrua M., Galt.—If your lover is deficient in courtesy | 
towards you, you may be sure he will not alter for the bet 
ter after marriage. Any lack of regard for toe establish od 
conventionalities shows a want of respect, and a thor 
oughly careless nature. You can easily alter the back 
drapery. Take it off and cut it shorter, for it will look 
much better plain. Your suggestion of a mvhozany hat 
trimmed with black plu ned tips is an excellent one. Hveve 
two fronts made for yoir dark green dress —one matching 
it and one of a lighter shade. or pile yellow, whichever you 
prefer. Your writing shows caution, kindliness, mirth and 
perseverance. 


Fatay, Jarvis street.—Your first question is a very silly 
one, Fairy. How o1earthecan I tell how youwill kno v you 
areinlove. True regard is no‘ like measles, sure to be 
preceded by unalterable symptoms. My ova opiaion—and 
I do not claim to be an authority on such a mvtter—is that 
you will be pretty sure to be able to decide that very deli 
cate question your own little self. As to fascination—some 


people are so magnetically attractive that you will be in- 
| fluenced by them no miatter how long you hive knowa 
| them. You are quick i1 moving, quick to comprehead, 


and just as quica tempered too. Basi jes I think you are 
variable ia your likes ani dislikes. Your frient’s writing 
shows an amiable disposition, pru fence ani courage 


Toront>.—Not during the same season. To 
return a courtesy 8) quickly by a sinilar one loska too 
much like “ fsirexchange.” Taere are many waysia which 
one can mike known che appreciation of a gift without a 
direct retura. Your writing shows love of order, refine 
mont, and tendency to ex agy eration. 


MANDRICA 


Jaues H, Belleville. —The young lady is certainly in the 
wrong. (tsnoull baa great satisfaction to her to know that 


: you are perfectly gentlemanly in your demeanor tow ards 


all ladies. Perhaps though you misunderstand her. Sach 
trifling things so often ruin friendships, that I woald advise 
you to be cautious and not wear an offended air. I trust it 
will all come right. ~M 


Boy Buve, St. Catharines. — Read Soott, Dickens, 
Thackeray and Shakespeare One should not confine one's 
reading to the works of to-day, ‘though they certaialy 
should have their share of attention. Histories ail you is 
acquiring a fund of general inform ‘tion. Do not allow 
words which you do not understand to escape you. Huot 
them down with adictionary. This is a sure way of enlarg- 
ing a vocabulary, antif yoa follow this system tnorou chly 
you will be surpris d to see how often you will meet the 
very words you ‘‘huatei to ths earth.” Your writing 
shows sensitiveness, a reserved temperament and som: 
ambition, but you must p2rsevere in all thiags you under- 
tak». Thore is no ‘“‘lusc.” People generally work for ali 
they get, and if they do not pay for it in work “they pay for 
it in som) other way, you may be sure. 


Unfilial. 





Mrs. Bendrix—I d-don’t know what I shall do, d-doctor, if anything haprene. 


Such an in- 


teresting child ; and growing to be a pertect image of his father. 


Little Ned (with a slight attack of the measles)—I guess you needn’t 
I think Id prefer to die.—./Judge, 


medicine, doc. 





Modern Children. 
Mrs. Lynn Linton, in the current number of 





Chambers’ Journal, has passed severe judg- 
ment upon the rising generation of boys and 
girls, whom she attacks with a sarcastic 
vehemence suggesting the well-worn metaphor 
of breaking a butterfly upon a wheel. Accord- 
ing to description, the young people of to-day 
are self-opinionated, ill:mannered cubs, upon 
whom the higher education seems chiefly to 
have had the effect ot making them dissatisied 
with themselves and extremely unpleasant to 
other people. I cannot agree with Mrs. Lynn 
Linton on this point. The young folks have 
their faults, and so had their fathers and 
mothers; but I think it is distinctly unfair to 
denounce them as discourteous, conceited prigs 
because, by reason of the march of prozress, 
they are being educated on different lines to 
their arents. ‘‘The thoughts of men 
are widened by the process of the suns,’ 
but surely it is far-fetched to deduce 
from this fact the gradual disappearance of 
wisdom of conduct, good taste, and refinement 
of feeling. It is true our boys and girls are 
freer in speech and manners than the children 
of previous generations, but we have purposely 
quickened the action of their brains and unfet- 


tered them from the cumbrous conventionali- | 


ties of the past, and I may even go so far as to 
say that at the present rapid rate of educa- 
tional advancement it is more than probable 
that the youth of the present day do know a 
great deal more than their progenitors. But 
whether or no parents agree with this view, I 


am sure they will all stoutly deny that their | 
sons and daughters are ill-mannered prigs, for | 


that casts reflection upon their own tact in 
training their offspring. 

We have very recently been reminded that 
exactly a century has elapsed since the death 
of the author of that extraordinary work, 
Sandford and Merton. It was on this book, 
and books of the same improving class, that 
the minds of children were trained—save the 
mark !—a generation or two ago. 
Lynn Linton seriously believe that boys and 
girls nourished on such worthless literary food 
were allowed a tair chance of intellectual 
growth, or that priggishness of a far more 


objectionable type was not fostercd by the | 


sickly self-satisfaction of the model Harry, or 


by the conyb ook platitudes of that insuffera»le 


bore, Mr. Barlow? The children of te-day are, 
fortunately, emancipated from the tyranny of 
such mind eufeebling rub'sh as the book to 


} 





Lotber to give me any 


which I have referred : and it is surely better 


| that they should err in beiny a little too nearly 


abreast of their elders in knowledge and savoir 
faire than that they should be crushed down 
by modern Mr. Barlows—-male or female—into 
vapid, idealess puppets—the model children of 
the Sandford and Merton era.—Lady's Pic- 
torial, 





Ancient Holy Wine. 


In the wonderful wine cellar under the Hotel 
de Ville in Bremen there are twelve cases of 
holy wine, each case inscribed with the name 
of oneof the Apostles. This ancient wine was 
deposited in its present resting place 265 years 


ago. One case of this wine, consisting of tive 
oxhofts of 204 bottles, cost 500 rix-dollars in 
1624. Including the expense of keeping up the 


cellar, interest on the original outlay and in- 
terests upon interests, one of those oxhofts 
would to-day cost 555,657,640 rix-dollars; three 
single bottles, 2,273 812 rix-dollars : a glass, or 
the eighth part of a bottle, is worth 340,476 rix 
dollars or $272,380, or at the rate of 540 rix-dol- 
lars or $272 per drop. 


oe 


An Easy Solution. 


Edith—Oh, dear, I don’t know what to do 
with myself! 
Jack—Give yourself to me. 





Home dpathetic. 


Brown (who has just passed the box)—How 
do you like these cigars, old man? 


Jones—At very long intervals, thanks. — 


| Puck, 


—-—-- oe 


Purely a Matter of Sentiment. 


** May I see you alone fora few minutes Mr. 
Alleash ?” 
* Certainly, Mr. Hardup. 


Is it on a matter 


Can Sie | of business?” 
an Mrs, ; 


‘*No, sir. Merelv a matter of sentiment. I 
wish to ask forthe hand of your daughter,”— 
Time. 





Many Work at this Business 
‘“*Cunso,” said Fangle, ‘** what is Jay Snith 
doing fora living now?” 
** A contractor.” 
“An! In what line?” 
* Debts.”— Time. 





The Tell-Tale Sister, a Severe Chastis:m’n: and An Awfu! Revenge. 
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CHAPTER III. 


At that moment a heavy step was heard in 
the hall, a nand fumbled with the lock of the 
door. Miss Vane glanced apprehensively at 
Hubert. 7 i’ 

‘‘He is there,” she said—‘the is coming in. 
The London papers will arrive in half an hour. 
Hubert, don’t leave him to learn the news from 
the papers or from his London lawyer. 

“What harm if he did?” muttered Hubert ; 
but, before Miss Vane could reply, the door was 
opened and the General entered the room. 

He was a tall white-haired man, with a 
stoop in his shoulders which had not been 
perceptible a year before. His finely-cut fea- 
tures strongly resembled those of his sister's, 
but there was some weakness in the slightly 
receding chin, some hint of irresolution in the 
lines of the handsome mouth, which could not 
be found in Leonora Vane’s expressive counten- 
ance. ‘The General’s eyes were remarkably 
fine, clear and blue as sea-water or the sky, 
but their expression on this occasiou was pecu- 
liar. Taey had a wild, wandering, irresolute 
look which impressed Hubert painfully. He 
rose respectfully from his chair as the old man 
came in; but for a moment or two the General 
gazed at him unrecogniziugly. ‘ 

** Hubert has come to spend the day with us, 
Richard,” said Miss Vane. ; 

“Hubert? Oh, yes, Hubert Lepel!” mur- 
mured the General, as if recalling a forgotten 
name. ‘Florence Lepel’s brother—a cousin of 
ours, I believe? Glad to see you, Hub-rt, said 
the General, suddenly awakening, apparently 
from a dream. “Did you come down this 
morning? From London or from Whitmin- 
ster?” we 

**From London, sir. 

**Oh, yes—from London! ; 
that you had been "—the General's voice sank 
to a husky whisper—‘‘to see that fellow get 
his deserts. Hush—don’t speak of it before 
Leonora; lalies should not hear about these 
things, you know re é A 
the sleeve and drew him aside. ‘'The execu- 
tion was to be this morning; did you not 
know é” he said, fixing his wild eyes upon the 
young man’s paling face. ‘ Eight o'clock was 
the hour; it must be over by now. Well, well 
—the Lord have mercy upon his sinful soul!” 

*Amen!” Hubert muttered 
closed teeth. Then he seemed to make a violent 
effort to control himself—to assume command 
over his kinsman’s disordered mind, ‘*Come, 
sir,” he said—‘tyou must not talk like that. 
Think no more of that wretched man. You 
know there was a chance—a loophole. Some 
peo le were not convinced that he was guilty. 
There have been petitions signed by hundreds 
of people, 1 believe, to the Home Secretary for 
mercy.” 

** Mercy—mercy !"’ shouted the General, his 
pale face growing first red and then purple 
from excitement. ‘*‘Who talks of mercy to 
thatruftian? But Harbury”—naming the Home 
Secretary for the time being—‘* Harbury will 
stand firm; Harbury will never yield! I would 
take my oath that Harbury won't give in! 
Such a miscarriage of justice was never heard 
of! Don’t talk to me of it! Harbury knows 
his duty; and the man has been punished—the 
man is dead!” 

Hubert's voice trembled a little as he spoke. 

** The man is not dead, sir,” he said. 

The General turned upon him fiercely. 

* Was not this morning fixed for the—is this 
not the twenty-fifth?” he said. ‘* What do 
you mean?” 
~ There was a moment's silence, during which 
he read the answer to his quest:on in Hubert’s 
melancholy eye. Miss Vane held her breath ; 
she saw her brother stagger as if a sudden diz- 
ziness had seized him: he caught at the back 
of an antique heavily-carved oak chair for sup- 
port. In the pause she noted involuntarily the 
beauty of the golden sunshine that filled every 
corner in the luxuriously-appointed room, in- 
tensifying the glow of color in the Persian 
carpet, iiluminating as with tire the brass-work 
and silver-plate which decorated the table and 
the sideboard, vividly outlining in varied tones 
of delicate hues the «asses of June roses that 
hlled every vase and bowl in the room. The 
air was full ot perfume—nothing but beauty 
met the eye; and yet, in spite of this material 
loveliness, hew black and evil, how unutter- 
ably full of sadness, did the world ap ear to 
Leonora Vane just then! And, if she could 
have seen into the heart of one at least of the 
men who stood before her, she would almost 
have died of grief and shame. 

‘** You don’t mean,” stammered the General, 
‘ that the ruffian who murdered my brother— 
has been—reprieved?” 

**It is said, sir, that imprisonment for life is 
a worse punishment than death,” said Hubert 
gently. The face of no man—even of one con- 
demned to lifelong punishment—could have 
expressed deeper gloom than his own as he 
said the words. Yet mingling with the gloom 
there was something inflexible that gave it al- 
most a repellent character. It was as if he 
would have thrown any show of pity back into 
the face of those who offered it, and defied the 
world to sympathiz: with him on account of 
som: secret trouble which he had brought upon 
himeelf, 

** Worse than death 
peated the old man. 

I shall go up to town at once and 


worse than death!” re 
I do not know what you 


mean, sir. 
see Harbury about this matter. It is in his 
hands — 

* Not now,” interposed Hubert. “ The 
Queen— 

The Queen will hear reason, sir! I will 


make my way to her presence, and speak to her 
myself. She will not retuse the prayer of an 
old man who has served his country as long 
and as faithfully as [ havedone, i will tell her 
the story myself, and she will see justice done 

justice on the man who murdered my 
brother!” 

His voice grew louder and his breath came in 
choking gasps between the words. Gis face 
was purple, the veins on his forehead were 
swollen and his eyes bloodshot; with one hand 
he was leaning on the table, with the other he 
gesticulated violently, shaking the closed fist 
almost in Hubert s face, as if he mistook him for 
the murderer himself. It was a pitiable sight. 
The old man had completely lost his self-com 
mand, and his venerable white hairs and bowed 
form accentuated the harrowing effect which 
his burst of passion produced upon his hearers. 
Hubert stood silent, spellbound, as it seemed, 
with sorrow and despair; but Miss Vane, shak 
ing off her unwonted timidity, went up to her 
brother and laid her hand 
stretched quivering arm, 

* Richard, Richard, do not speak in thar 
way!” she said, ‘It is not Caristian—it is 
not even human. You are pot a man who 
would wish to take away a fellow-creature’s 
life or to rob him of a chance of repentance.” 

The General's hand fell, but his eyes flamed 
with the look of an infuriated bzass of prey 
as he turned them on Miss Leonora, 

You are a wowan,” he said harshly, ‘‘ and, 
as a Woman, you may be weak; but I am a 
man and a soldier, and would die for the 
honor of my family, Not take away the man’s 
life? I swear to you that, if I had him here, 
I would kill him with my own hands! Does 
not the Scripture tell us that a life shall be 
given fora life?” 

“It tells us that vengeance is the Lord's, 
Richard, and that He will repay.” 

**Yes—by the hands of His servants, Leo 
nora. Are you so base as not to desire the pun 
ishment of your brother's murderer? If so, 
never speak to me, never come near my house 
again! And you, young gentleman, get ready 
to come with me to London at once! I will 
see Harbury before the day is over.” 

** My dear General,” said Hubert, looking ex 
ceedingly perplexed, *“‘I think that you will 
hardly find Harbury in town, I heard yester- 
day that he was leaving London for a few 


I thought perhaps | 





between his | 


upon his ouc- | 


| she said. 


' pages of her book. 


days.” 

3 Nonsense, sir! Leaving London before the 
close of the session! Impossible !* But we can 
get his address and follow him, I suppose? I 
will see Harbury to-night!” 

**It will be useless,” said Hubert, with resig- 
nation ; *‘ but, if you insist—— ” 

‘*“I do insist! The honor of my house is 
at stake. and I shall do my utmost to bring 
that ruffian to the gallows! I cannot under- 
stand you young felluws of the present day, 
cold-blooded, effeminate, without natural affec- 
tion—I carnot understand it, Isay. Ring the 
bell for Saunders; tell him to put up my bag. 
I will go at once—this very moment—-this——” 

The General's voice suddenly faltered and 
broke. For some time his words had been al- 
most unintelligible ; they ran into one another, 
as if his tongue was not ufider the control of 
his will. His face, first red, then purple, was 
nearly black, and a slight froth was showing 
itself upon bis discolored lips. As his sister 
and cousin looked at him in alarm, they saw 
that he staggered backwards as if about to fall. 
Hubert sprang forward and helped him to his 
chair, where he lay back, with his eyes half 
closed, breathing stertorously, and apparently 
almost unconscious. The rage, the excitement, 
had proved too much for his physical strength ; 
he was on the verge, if he had not absolutely 
succumbed to it, of an apoplectic fit. 

The doctor was sent for in haste. All pos- 
sibility of the General's expedition to London 
was out of the question, very much to Miss 
Vane's relief. She had been oe an ill- 
ness of this kind for some days, and it was 
this fear which had caused her to telegraph for 
Hubert before bre:king to her brother the 
news that she herself had learned the night 
before. She had seen her father die of a similar 
attack, and had been roused to watchfulness 
by symp'oms of excitement in her brother's 
manner during the last few days. The blow 
had fallen now, and she could only be thankful 


He caught Hubert by | that matters were no worse. 


When the doctor had come—he was met half- 


| Way up the drive by the messenger, on his way 
to pay a morning visit to Mrs. Sydney—and 


when he had superintended the removal of the | y 
| He is to be kept quiet; he will not be able to 


General to his room, Hubert was left for a time 
alone. He quitted the dining-room and made 
his way to his favorite resort at Beechtield Hall 
—-a spacious conservatory which ran the who e 
leng'hof one side of the house. Into this conser- 
vatory, now brilliant with exotics, several rooms 
opened, one afrer another—a small breakfast- 
room, a study, a library, billiard-room, and 
smoking-room, These all communicated with 
each other as well as with the conservatory, 
and it was as easy as it was delightful to ex 
change the neighborhood of books or pipes or 
billiard-balls for that of Mrs. Vane’s orchids 
and stephanotis-blossoms. Poor Mrs. Vane 
used to grumble over theconservatory. It was 
on the wrong side of the house—the gentle- 
men’s side, she called it—and did not run 
parallel with the drawing-room ; but the very 
oddness of the arrangement seemed to please 
her guests. 

Hubert had always liked to smoke his morn- 
ing cigar amongst the flowers, and as he paced 
slowly up and down the tasselated floor and 
inhaled the heavy perfume of the myrtlJes and 
the heliotrope, his features relaxed a little, his 
eyes grew less gloomy and his brow more tran- 
quil, He glanced round him with an air almost 
of content and drew a deep breath. 

‘If one could live amongst flowers all one’s 
life, away from the crimes and follies of the 
rest of the world, how happy one might be!” 
he said to himself half cynical!y, halt sadly, as 
he stooped to puff away the green fly from a 
delicate plant with the smoke of his cigar. 
“That’s impossible, however. There’s no 
chance of a monastery in these modern days! 
What wouldn't I give just now to be out of all 
this—this misery—this devilry?” He put a 
8 rong and bitter accent on the last word. 
‘Bur I see no way out of it—none!” 

‘* There is no way out of it—for you,” a voice 
near him said. 

Without knowing it, he had spoken aloud. 
This answer to his reverie startled him exceed- 
ingly. He wheeled round to discover whence 
it came, and, to his surprise, found himself 
close to the open library window, where just 
inside the room, a girl was sitting in a low- 
cushioned chair. 

He took the cigar from his mouth and held it 
between his fingers as he looked at her, his 
brow contracting with anger rather than with 
surprise. He stood thus two or three minutes, 
as ifexpecting her to speak, but she did not even 
raise her eyes. Sne was a tall, fair girl with 
hair of the palest flaxen, artistically fluffed out 
and curled upon her forehead ; her downcast 
eyelids were peculiarly large and white, and, 
when raised, revealed the greatest beauty and 
the greatest surprise of her face—a pair of 
velvety dark-brown eyes, which had the curious 
power of assuming a reddish tint when she 
was angry or disturbed. Her skin was of the 
perfect creaminess which sometimes accom pa- 
nies red hair-—and it was whispered by her ac- 
quaintances tha Florence Lepel’'s flaxen locks 
had once been of a decidedly carroty tinge, 
and that their present pallor had been attained 
by artificial means. Whether this was the 
case or not, it could not be denied that their 


color was now very becoming to her pale com- | 


plexion, and that they constituted the chief of 
Miss Lepel’s many acknowledged charms. 
For, in a rather svrange and uncanny way, 
Florence Lepel was a beautiful woman; and, 


her aeck was too long, her face too pale and 
narrow, her hair too colorless for beauty, there 
were many for whom a distinct fascination lay 
in the unusual combination of these features. 

She was dressed from head to foot in sombre 
black, whicn made her neck and hands appear 
almost dazzlingly white. Perhaps it was also 
the sombreness of her attire which gave a look 
of fragility—an almost painful fragility—to her 
appearance. Hubert noted, half unconsciously, 
that her figure was more willowy than ever, 
that the veins on her temples and her long 
white hands were marked with extraordinary 
distinctness, that there were violet shadows 
on the large eyelids and beneath the drooping 


lashes. But, for all that, the bitter sternness of | 
his expression did not change. When he spoke, | 


in wasin a particularly severe tone, 
**I should be obliged to you,” he said, still 
holding his cigar between his fingers and look- 


ing down at her witha very dark frown upon | 
& - pon | freedom and as little work as I choose. 


| that answer enough for you?” 


his face, ‘“‘if you would kindly tell me exactly 
what you mean.” 


CHAPTER IV. 


Florence Lepel raised her beautiful eyes at 
last to her brother's face. : 

**T only repeat what you yourself have said. 
There is no way our of it—for you.” 

Her voice was quite even and expressionless, 


but Hubert’s face contracted at the sound of | 
He raised his | 
| eyelids and the hollows beneath her eyes with 
| her fingers, 


her words asif they hurt him. 
cigar mechanically to his lips, found that it haa 
gone out, and, instead of relighting it, threw it 
away angrily from him amongst the flowers, 


His sister, her eyes keen notwithstanding the | 


velvety softness of their glance, saw that his 
hands trembled as he did so, 

**T should like to have some conversation with 
you,” he said, in a tone that betokened irritation, 
“if you can spare a little time from your 
duties.” 

“They are not particularly engrossing just 
now,” said Miss Lepel evenly. indicating the 
book that lay upon her lap. ‘‘I am improving 
my mind by the study of the French language,” 


French authors since the days of Racine, and 
will think me quite laudably employed in read- 
ing a modern French novel.” 
**The General is not likely to find you any- 
where to-day, not for many a day to come.” 
“Is he dead?” asked his sister, raffling the 
She did not look as if any 


| than they had been before. 


| say soa hundred times! 


though critics said that she was too thin, that | ruined my prospects, 





| as I do that I am twenty-nine. 
| year I shall be thirty—horrible thought! An 
attack of illness, even a little more trouble, 


‘*The General knows nothing of | 





body's death could disturb her perfect equani- 
mity. 

“Are you a fiend, Florence,” Hubert burst 
out angrily, “that you can speak in that man- 
ner of a man who has been so great a benefac- 
tor, so kind a friend to both of us/ Have you 
no heart at all?” 

‘Tam not sure. If I ever had one, I think 
that it was killed—three months ago.” 

Her voice sank to a whisper as she uttered 
the last few words. Her breath cawe a little 
faster for a second or two—then she was calm 
again. Her brother looked at her with an air 
of stupefaction. 

‘* How dare you allude to that shameful epi- 
sode in your life,” he said sternly, ‘‘and to me 
of all people!” 

** If not to you, I should certainly speak of 1t 
to no one,” she answered quietly. There was a 
sudden blaze of light in the red-brown eyes 
beneath the heavily-veined eyelids. ‘‘ You are 
my only safety-valve ; I must speak sometimes 
—or die. Besides”—in a still lower tone—‘‘I 
see nothing shameful about it. We have done 
noharm,. If he loved me better than he loved 
his chattering commonplace little wife, I was 
not to blame. How could I help it if I loved 
him, too? It was kismet—it had to be. You 
should not have interfered.” 

‘And pray what would have happened if I 
had not interfered? What shame, what rain, 
what disgrace !” 

“Tt is useless for you to rant and rave in 
that maoner,” said Florence Lepei, letting her 
eyes drop once more to the open pages of her 
French novel. ‘‘ You did interfere, and there 
isanendofit. And whatanend! You must 
be proud of your work. He dead, Marion 
dying, the General nearly mad with grief, the 
man Westwood hanged for a crime that he 
never committed !” 

** Westwood has been reprieved,” said Hu- 
bert sharply. 

‘What a relief to you!” commented his 
sister, with almost incredible coolness. 

He turned away from her, catching at his 
throat as if something rose to choke him there. 


| His fa‘e was very pale; the lines of pain about 


his eyes and mouth were plainer and deeper 
Florence glanced 
up at him and smiled faintly. There was a 
strange malignity in her smile. 

** You can tell me,” shesaid, when the silence 
had lasted for some minutes, ‘‘ what you 
meant by saying that the General would not 
find me here to-day.” 

** He has narrowly escaped a fit of apoplexy. 


see any one for some days to come.” 

*Ohn! What brought it on?” 

** The news,” answered Hubert, reluctantly, 
‘of Westwood’s reprieve.” 

Miss Lepel smiled again. 

‘Was he so very angry?” she said. ‘“ Ah, 
he would do anything in his power to bring his 
brother's murderer to justice—I have heard him 
You ought to be very 
grateful to me, Hubert, for remembering that 
you are my brother.” : 

‘“*T wish to Heaven I were not!” cried the 
young man. 

* For some things I wish you were not too,” 
said Florence slowly. She sat up, clasped her 
white hands round her knees and looked at 
him reflectively. ‘If you had not been my 
brother, I suppose you would not have inter- 
fered,’ she went on. ‘‘ You would have left 
me te pursue my wicked devices, and simply 
turned your back on me and Stanley Vane. I 
agree with you. I wish to Heaven—if you like 
that form of expression—that you were not my 
brother, Hubert Lepel! You have made the 
misery of my life.” 

“And you the disgrace of mine!” he said 
bitterly. 

‘-Then we are quits,” she answered, in the 
listless, passionless voice that she seemed es- 
pecially to affect. ‘‘We need not reproach 
each other; we have each had something to 
bear at one another's hands.” ; 

‘*Fiorence,” said Huvert—and his voice 
trembled a little as he spoke—‘* what are you 
going todo? It is as you say, useless for us to 
reproach each other for the past.; but for the 
future let me at least be certain that my sacri- 
tice will avail to keep you in a right path, that 
you will not again--not again——” 

‘This is very edifying,” said Florence 
quietly, as the young man broke off short in 
his speech and turned away witha despairing 
stamp of the foot—his sister’s face would have 
discomfited a man of far greater moral cour- 
age than poor Hubert Lepel—‘ it is something 
new for me to be lectured by my younger 
brother, whose course has surely not been quite 
irreproachable, I should imagine! Come, 
Hunert—do not be so absurd! You have acted 
according to your lights, as the old women say, 
and I according to mine. There is nothing 
more for us to talk about. Let us quit the sub- 
ject ; the past is dead.” 

“T tell you that it is the future that I con- 
cern myself about. Upon my honor, Florence, 
I did not know that you were here when I 
came down today! I thought that you had 
gone to your friend Mrs. Bartolet at Worces- 
ter, as you said to me that you would when I 
saw you last. Why have you not gone? You 
said that life here was row intolerable to you. 
Iremember your very words, although I have 
not been here for weeks.” 

‘** Your memory does you credit,” said the 
girl. with slow scorn. 

‘* Why have you stayed?” 

‘* For my own ends—not yours,” 

** So I suppose.” 

““My dear brother Hubert,” said Florence, 
composing herself in a graceful attitude in the 
depths of her basket-chair, *tcan you not be 
persuaded to go your own way and leave me to 
go mine? You have done a good deal of mis- 
chief already, don’t you know? You have 
estroyed my hopes—if I 
were sen'imental, I might say, broken my 
heart! Is not that enough for you? For 
mercy’s sake, go your own way henceforward, 
and let me do as I please!” 

“But what is your way? 
please?” 

‘Is it well for me to tell you after the warn- 
ing I have had?” 

** If you had a worthy plan, an honorable am- 
bition, you could easily tell me. Again I ask, 
Why are you here?” 

“Yes, why?” repeated Florence, her lip curl- 
ing and, for the first time, a slight color flush 
ing her pale cheeks. ‘‘Why? Your dull wits 
will not even compass that, will they? 
Well, partly because I am a_ thoroughly 
worldly woman, or rather a woman of the 
world—because it is not well to give up a good 


What do you 


| home, a luxurious life, and a large salary, when 


they are to be had for the asking—because, as 
Enid Vane’s governess, I can have as much 
Is not 


** No,” said Hubert doggedly, ‘it is not.” 

She shrugged her graceful shoulders. 

**It should be, I] think. But I will go on. I 
look three-and-twenty, but you know as well 
In another 


such as this that I have lately undergone, will 
make me look my full age. Do you know what 
that means to a woman?” She pressed her 


** When I look in the glass, I see 
already what I shall be when I am forty. I 
mus" make the best of my youth and of my 
good looks. You spoiled one chance in life for 
me; I must make what I can of the other.” 

‘*You mean,” said the young man, with 
white, dry lips, which he vainly attempted to 
moisten as he spoke—**‘ you mean—that you 
must make what the world calls a good mar- 
riage?” 

She bowed her head. 

“At last you have grasped my meaning,” 
she said coldiv; you have hitherto been 
exceedingly slow to do so.” 

He looked at her silently for a moment or 
two, almost with abhorrence. Her fair and 
delicate beauty affected him with a sort of 
loathing ; he could not believe tha: this woman 
with the cold lips and malignant eyes had been 
born of his mother, had played with him in 
childhood, bad kissed him with loving kisses, 





| ated my story? 


| than I, 





NiGHT, 





and spoken to him in sisterly caressing fash- 
ion. It took him some minutes to conquer the 
terrible hatred which grew up within him to- 
wards her as he remembered all that she had 
been and all that she had done; but, when at 
last he was able to speak, his voice was calm 
and studiouslv gentle. 

‘**Florence,” he said, ‘I will not forget that 
you are my sister. You bear my name, you 
come of my race, and, whatever you do and 
whatever you are, I cannot desert you. 
promised our mother on her deathbed that I 
would care for you as long as you needed care ; 
and, if ever you needed it in your life, you need 
itnow! Ihave not done my duty to you dur- 
ing the past few weeks. I have left you to 
yourself, and thought I could never forgive you 
for what you had done. But now I see that I 
was wrong. If it would be ot any service to 
you, I would make a home for you at once—I 
would place all my means at your disposal. 
Come back with me to London, and let us 
make a home for ourselves together. We are 
both weary, both have suffered; could we not 
try to'console and strengthen each other?” 

The wistfulness of his tone, of his looks, 
rvould have softened any heart that was not 
hard as stone. But Florence Lepel's pale face 
was utterly unmoved. 

* You offer me a brilliant lot,” she said —‘‘to 
live in a garret, I suppose, and darn your stock- 
ings, while you earn a paltry pittance as a 
literary man, eked out by aunt Leo's charity ! 
You know very well that sooner than do that I 
put up for two years with Marion Vane’s 
patronage and the drudgery of the schoolroom! 
And now, when the woman whe alternately 
scolded and cajoled me, the woman who once 
took it upon her to lecture me for my behavior 
to her husband, the woman whom I hated as I 
should hate a poisonous snake—when that 
woman is slowly dying and leaving the field to 


me,amI to throw up the game, give up my | 


chances, and go to vegetate with you in Lon- 
don? You know me very little if you think | 
would do that.” 

‘**I seem to have known you very little all 
my life,” said Hurbert bitterly. “I certainly 
do not understand you now. What can you 
get by staying here?” 


“Oh, nothing, of course!” she answered | 


tranquilly. 

‘* What is your scheme, Florence?” 

“It is of no use telling you—you might inter 
fere again.” 

The anguish of doubt and anxiety in his dark 


eyes, if she had looked at him, would surely 


have moved her. But she did not look. 

‘*IT mean to stay here,” she said quietly, 
teaching Enid Vane, putting up with aunt 
Leonora’s impertinences as well as I can, until 
I get another chance in the world. What that 
chance may be of course I cannot tell, but 1 am 
certain that it will come.” 

‘** You can bear to stay in this house which I 
—I—infinitely less blameworthy than yourself 
—can hardly endure to enter?” 

‘**The world would not call you less blame 
worthy. Iam glad that you are so far on good 
terms with your conscience.” 

* Florence,” he said, almost threateningly, 
“take care! I will not spare you another time. 
If I find you involved in any other transaction 
of which you ought to be ashamed, I will ex- 
pose you. I will tell the world the truth—that 
you were on the point of leaving England with 
Sydney Vane when I—when I——” 

**When you shot him,” she said, without a 
trace of emotion manifest in either face or 
voice, ‘*‘and let Andrew Westwood bear the 
blame.” 

The young man winced as if he had received 
a blow. 

‘*It was to shield you that I kept silence,” he 
said, passionate agitation showing itself in his 
manner. “It was to save your good name. 
But even for your sake 1 would not have let the 
man suffer death. If we had obtained no re- 
prieve for bim, I swear that I would have given 
myself up and borne the punishment!” 

‘You were at work then? You tried to get 
the reprieve for him?” said his sister, with the 
faintest possible touch of eagerness. 

**I did indeed.” Hubert’s voice fell into a 
lower key, as if he were trying, miserably 
enough, to justify to himself, rather than to 
her, what he had done. ‘It would be almost 
useless to confess my own guiit. It would be 
thought that I was beside myself. Who would 
believe me—unless you—you yourself corrobor- 
he man Westwood was a 
poacher, a thief, wretchedly poor and in ill- 


health ; he has no character to lose, no friends 


to consider. Besides he was morally guiltier 
I know that he was lying in wait for 
Sydney Vane; I know that he had resolved to 
be revenged on him. Now I—I met my enemy 
in fair fight ; I did not lie in ambush for him.” 

But from the darkness of his countenance it 
~vas plain that the young man’s conscience was 
not deceived by the specious piea that he had 
set up for himself. Beneath her drooping eye- 
lids Florence watched him narrowly. She read 
him in his weakness, his bitterness of spirit, 
more clearly than he could read himself. Sud- 
denly she sat up and leaned forward so that she 
could touch him with one of her soft cold hands 
— er hands were always cold. 

‘* Hubert,” she said, with a gentle inflaction 
of her voice which took him by surprise, ** I am 
perhaps not as bad as you think me,dear. Ido 


not want to quarrel with you—you are my only | 


friend. You have saved me from worse than 
death. I will not be ungrateful. I will do 
exactly as you wish.” 

He looked bewildered, almost dismayed. 

** Do you mean it, Florence?” he asked doubt 
ing’ y. 

**I do indeed. 
You will give me another chance to retrieve 
my wasted, ruined life, will you not? You 
will still shield me—from — from — disgrace, 
Hubert—for my mother’s sake?” 


The tears trembled on her lashes ; she slipped | 


down from her low chair and knelt by his side, 
clasping her hands over his half-reluctant 
fingers, appealing to him with voice and look 
alike; and, in an evil hour for himself, he 
promised at any cost to shield her from the 
consequences of her folly and sin. 


(To be Continued.) 
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Paralyzing. 

“That's a right smart little gal of yours,” 
said a benevolent-looking old gentleman on a 
Western railroad train to a lady sitting in front 
of him. “Ive been watching her for some 
time.” 

* Yes, I have noticed you,” remarked the 
lady: ** you have children of your own, per- 
haps ; but I daresay yours are all grown.” 

**No’m; I've some growed up, but I’ve got a 
little tot to home only eight months old, and 
another one a year old, and one fo'teen months 
and one two years old, and a pair o' real cun- 
nin’ twins two years and a half o!d, and a boy 
of three and a little gal the same age, Then 
there's Mary, an’ Arvilly, an’ Jonas, an’ Wil- 
liam Henery, an’ Peter, an’ Salviny, an’ Antoy- 
netty, an’ Vie oriay, an’ Charies Sumner, an’ 
Angeliny, an’ on. an’ Naomy, an’ Ruth, an’ 
Diany, an'—— have to git off at this station 
1o take the Salt Laketrain. If you should ever 
be out in Utah come an’ see the children. 
There’s some I aint named—good bye !"—TZ'ime. 





A Novel Charge. 


Mrs, Mualvaney—Wuz ye down to the coort, 
Mrs. Ryan, whin yer son Moike wuz troied ? 
Mrs. Ryan—I wuz that same, Mrs. Mulva- 


ney. 

Mrs. Mulvaney—Phwat wuz the charge agin 
him, Oi dunno? 

Mrs, Kyan--Narry a one av me knows, but I 
belave chim haythin lyers troied to make out a 
charge av alibi agin me poor bye.—Chicago 
America, 





SSS eee 





Natural For Him. 
First Arizonian—So Pete is dead, Did he die 
a natural death? 
Second Arizonian— Yes; hung first and then 
shot full of buck and ball.— 7 ime. 








PRICE $10 | 


And, in return, oh, Hubert, | 
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“If a woman is pretty, 
To me ‘tis no matter, 
Be she blonde or brunette, 
So she lets me look at her.” 


An unhealthy woman is rarely, if ever 
beautiful. The peculiar diseases to which so 
many of the sex are subject, are prolific 
causes of pale sallow faces, blotched with un- 
sightly pimples, dull, lustreless eyes and ema- 
ciated forms. Women so afflicted, can be per- 
manently cured by using Dr. Pierce’s Favorite 
Prescription; and with the restoration of 
health comes that beauty which, combined 
with good qualities of head and heart, makes 
women angels of loveliness. 

* Favorite Prescription” 
is the only medicine for 

WARRANTED women, sold by druggists, 

*Eunder a positive 

“guarantee from the 
manufacturers, that it will give satisfaction 
in every case, or money will be refunded, It 
is a positive specific for all those painful disor- 
ders, irregularities and weaknesses with which 
60 many women are afilicted, 


Copyright, 1888, by WORLD's DIS. MED. ASs’N. 





DR. PIERCE’S PELLETS 


Purely Vegetable ! 
Perfectly Harmless ! 


UNEQUALED AS A LIVER PILL. 


Smallest, Cheapest, Easiest to take. 
One tiny, Sugur-coated Pellet a dose. Cures 
Sick Headache, Bilious Headache, Constipa- 
tion, Indigestion, Bilious Attacks, and all de- 
rangements of the Stomach and Bowels. 
25 cents a vial, by druggists. 








LARGEST AND BEST ASSORTMENT OF 


DIAMONDS: 


At 20 per cent. less than any other house in the city, 41) 
stones warranted as represented. 


GEo. E’. TROREY 


Manufacturing Jeweler 
61 King Street East, opp. Toronto Street 
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THE LEADING 


Hatters and Furriers 


10l YONGE ST., TORONTO. 


SOCIETY -REGALIAS 


Faney Ball Costumes 
Art Needle Work and Supplies 


Together with every description of Faney- 
Work Goods, Stamping, ete. 


Gold & Silver Fringes Laces, Cords, Tassels, ete. 


W. C. MORRISON’S 


161 King Street West 


Ol AOd 





Writes Easily 36 to 40 Words Per Minute 


Simple, practical, durable typewriter. It never gets out 
of order. No instruction required. Can be carried in the 
satchel and used on the cars. All professional and bum 
ness men need it. Call and see it, or send for circular, 
mentioning this paper. The Typewriter Improve- 
ment Co., Boston, Mass, Branch Office—7 Adelaide 
St. East, Toronto. Copying done at three cents per hun- 
dred words, 


PROF. & MME. HOUSEMAN 


Chiropodist and Manicure 


228 YONGE STREET 
Bunions, Ingrowing Nails, Corns, 
ete., successfully treated. Skilful 
and superior treatment at moderate 
charges. 


MANTEL fy ppg 
FOLDING BEDS) tea. 


SUITABLE FOR p 





Small Rooms, Par- 
~~ Jors, Dining Rooms 
and Offices. 


It may be draped to suit any style of apartment in which 





OPENED. CLOBED 


it is placed, and made an admirable auxiliary to ite furn!- 
ture, H. P. DAVIES & CO., 22 Church Street. 


NEW FICTION 


Marvellously Low Prices 


** How I Escaped,” edited by the author of “Mr. 


Barnes of New York,” at 25 sents; ** John Bodwin’s 
Testimony,” by Mary Hallock Foote, at 30 cents; and 
**The Battle of the Swash and the Capture ef 
Canada,” by Samuel Barton, and under same cover Dr. 
W. George Beers’ celebrated speech at Syracuse, for 25 
cents. The above are all from the press of 


J. THEO. ROBINSON, Publisher 
MONTREAL, 
Ask for them at your booksellers. 
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THE STORY OF AN ERROR 


By the Author of ‘His Wedded Wife,” ““A Fatal Dower,” “ Barbara,” * Ladybird's 
Penitence,” **Bunchie,” “‘A Foolish Marriage,” etc. 


CHAS, ROGERS & SONS ¢p, 2OH.N FLETCHER 


LIMITED | 
LATE OF R. HAY & CO. |Roors, GIRDERS, BEAMS, 


STAIRs, COLUMNS 
Q5 and Q7 Yonge Street | AND ALL KINDS OF IRON WORK FOR BUILDING PURPOSES. 
Pretty Soon. enim 
| Office : 530 Yonge Street, Toronto 


4 NEW DESIGNS  Qaeaerre co. na 


Jy, FINE FURNITURE "= 








maples across the meadow, warned him that 
he was a church.member. 

_But an escape-valve in the shape of Tom 
Knowles, who was noted for profanity, came 
up in the nick of :ime. 

“Tom,” said the deacon, tendering him a 
coin, with an unutterable glance at the apples’ | 


suddenly, the spire overtopping the grove of | 
| 
























OUR “FAMILY HERALD” SERIES. ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. 
race down hill, ‘‘hoe in now and give us a 


uarter’s wor o” 
The anxiety was so new to her that she began . ae = musi a 
to wonder vaguely what ailed her—if there was 
not some physical cause for her depression, 
But she felt no fatigue—nothing but this ter- 
rible anxiety. 

Her confusion and restlessness became almost 
unbearable; and at the sound of the first bell 
= es to her feet with an exclamation of 
relief. 

She took off her simple, gray gown and re- 


CHAPTER XVII. 


Hugh and Stanley drove towards Eyncourt 
almost in silence; the unaccountable depres- 
sion which the young man had feit during his 
fiancee’s avsence at Combermere, and which 
had been charmed away during the waik from 
church, had returned with full force. There 
was a strange presentiment of coming evil 
upon him, which was almost as hard to bear 
as a real calamity. 
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Stanley also telt vaguely troubled. Her | Placed it by a soft, white garment which fell } 
6, fathers return had startied her, and Lady | @round her in clinging folds, and which, while 
rr.” Sara's haggard appearance had made her feel | it was high to her throat, left her arms partly | 
y, if ever anxious and nervous—her manner had been so | bare. She put on no ornaments save the one | *Z / 
uncertain, her glance so full of an unrest and | She always wore—a porte-bonheur bracelet with A rio TELEPHONE 897 
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? 





sadness which could not have been the result of A Hino t 7 ; 
ill nealth only. How hot her poor trembling | Drilliants. Toujours, jamais, was the legend 
hands had felt, how pallid were her lips, and | 90 the bracelet which Hugh had given her a 
how deathly cold was the cheek on which | 4@y or two after they had been engaged. As 
Stanley had pressed her farewell kiss! ‘The | She went downstairs, tke gleam of the dia- 
girl knew how deep Hugh’s love for his mother monds in her engagement ring caught her eye, 
was, and that his sorrow at any misfortane or | 224 she drew a long breath in sudden fear. 
illness of hers would b2 proportionate to that | Might it not be—— Ah, but it was utterly im- 
love. possible! Nothing could come between her and 


- : . ‘ Hugh ! 
Tne evening was fresh and fair and bright ; : ; 
there was the chill touch of autumn in the air, 1a the drawing room the softly-shaded lamps 


: » burning, and the fragrance of hot-house 
and already the early dusk was creeping down + aaa + : : 2; 
slowly from the hills, When they turned into Sowers filled the air. Sir Hamphrey hed not 


Lis ata oe : : yet come down; and Stanley had to endure 
the park, the chilliness increased, and the light another quarter of an hour's suspense before 
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| 18 Yonge St. Arcade 


PATENTS | 


Caveats and Re-rssues secured, Trade-Marks registered j 
and all other patent cause: in the Patent Office and before | 
the Courts promptly and carefully prosecuted. i 
Upon receipt of model or sketch of invention I make | 
careful examination, and advise as to patentability free 
of charge. : 
With my offices directly across from the Patent Office 
and being in personal attendance there. it is apparent that 
I have superior facilities for making prompt preliminary 
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with which was tessened by the dense foliage of Sir Humph- 
rey's great beech-trees. Hugh drew the rug =a door =< and he appeared. ‘ searches, foréhe more vigorous and successful prosecution | 
3 more closely about Stanley. As the girl went forward to meet him, she of applicstions for patent, and for at-ending to all business 
ED. ASS’N. saw that he had not dressed for dinner, and entrusted to my care, in the shortest possible time. 


‘You are not cold, my dear?” he asked, 

“Oh, no!” she replied, giving him a little 
grateful smile. 

**Howdid you think my mother was looking?” 
he inquired, 

Stanley nesitated for a moment. 

‘**She doas not look well,” she answered gently. 
** Bu; the autuma is atrying time for invalids.” 


, tess FEES MODERATE, and ezclusive attention given to 
Lawyer Switxer.—Call a messenger, Richard | Patent business. 
Richard.— Yes, sir. 


—— a ee 


) She was struck with something very unusual, 
not so much in his appearance as in his manner, 

He was paler certainly, and not so vigorous 
as usual; but hedid not look ill. He smiled as 
he took her hand and kissed her; but the 
smile was a forced and sorrowful one, and 
there was more than the usual tenderness in 


Information, advice and special refer- 


ences sent on request. 
R. J. LITTELL, 


Solicitor and Attorney in Patent Causes, 


Washington, D. ¢, 
Opposite the U s. Patent Office 
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St. Charles. Restaurant 






3 ; hk ae che Oe : the kiss he pressed upon the girl’s white brow, 
nless ! Jol donat think iets hae, the young man | He pogan talk huvredly. aimoet nercowsly. SOLID GOLD PLATED 
3 “o Staaie canal a had with tender | ¢Xcusing himself for his refusal to see her, eek Ee ' 
R PILL. can ye ay sae = a ee _ & ve 7 alleging his fatigue as the reason ; while Stan- Se ee ee ae ee rae eee: oxemians 
to take. pact i tne = a Then they drove on | ley, who was anything but reassured by his fine, heavy gold-plated Ring 
ose. Cures " manner, could only answer in monosyllables, es ee ee ee 
tnd wang nent te LUNCHEON AND DINING ROOMS 
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| 
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», Constipa- 


al terinsa 


in silence until they reached the house. and wonder if he would tell her the reason of 













and all de- Tae gceat hall door was open as it had been | pig hurried journey and unexpect \ wit 
‘ : ; . ed return. ents his R fi Y - 
nd Bowels. tn the an Pe there was no sunshine | But he volunteered no information, nor did he Gea tee fonre ahd te tend actd tout, andi only cdherea ac oo ZO YONGE STREET 
now upon the threshold where Stanley had | mention Hugh Cameron. eente for 60 days to introduce our goods. Order immediate 
stood waiting for her lover. Within the house | «wv ” and get a #2.00 Ring for Sz cents. CANADIAN WATCH AND Next door to Dominion Bank 
—_—_—__— the autique Seeue lineage wete airenty Hateed | You traveled with Mr. Ashton?” she re- JEWELRY CO., 57 & 59 Adelaide St. East, Toronto, Ont iti 
RTMENT OF There was no ove but a servant in the hall | marked, breaking a rather awkward pause. 
: | **He arrived at Brancepeth before I left, and I 


Lunch Counter for Gentlemen on the 
ground floor. Firest Bar in Canada 
Choice Stock of Liquors and Cigars 
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Carbuncles 


For years [ was afflicted with Care 
buncles on the back of my neck. They 
were a source of much suffering. IT 
menced taking Ayer’s Sarsaparilla, which 
cured the Carbuncles, and has since kept 


when they entered. The groom drove the | .aw him there.” 
; ‘ e. 
— oe to oo Hugh declared he Sir Humphrey’s grizzled eyebrows met ina 
would rather wa ome. / as ; i 
‘*‘Sir Humphrey is in his own apartments, | at an ee Oe 
ma'am,” said the servant, advancing to Stan- ** Yes—we traveled together.” 
ne 7 . resting ; neve he desired to be! ‘Then he changed the subject abruptly ; while 
informed w hen youreturned, | his daughter noticed with surprise and fear 
[ will not detain you, dear,” said Hugh, as | that he made no inquiry about Lady Sara's 
the girl led him into the library, where the | health—nor did he mention any of the family 
autumn dusk reigned supreme, unbroken by | a¢ Brancepeth. She resolved to broach the 
lamplight or firelight, ‘‘I will say good-bye | subject herself. 
psi! Ft ‘ ‘Lady Sara is a little better to-day,” she 
: Will you not wait and see my father?” she | said, wondering at the timidity she felt in ad- 
asked, in some surprise, “ He is always giad | dressing her father. ‘She is able to leave her 
On fae og — f — | room; but she looks very ill indeed still ; and 
gue Is Cred; he would prefer to be alone | Hugh seems anxious and unhappy about her.” 
with you, my darling; and Frank Ashton is at Sir Humphrey made no reply. He had beer 
Brancep2th, you know. Will you ride with me | standing by the mantelpiece; but now he 
| moved away and walked across to the window. 


~_Dunn’s 
Mustard _ 


Boils and 
| Carbuneles result from a debilitated, a 
poverished, or impure condition of the 
They are a source of great suffer- | 
ing, and liable to appear in large 
numbers, unless overcome by the use of | 
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in the morning?” 








oy . : oe » ” [ on ; 5 ¢ o : 
oon See be ready at eleven,” she an- <a eoveinens Rsge so marked = Stanley some powerful alterative. Ayer’s Sarsa-) me entirely free from them: my appetite 
com ‘ , : could not mistake its meaning; he wished to poe ora a ogg rere a rile cures these painful ‘sand also | has improved, and I am in better healt] 
Thank you, dear,” he said ; “ and now good- . » parila cures these painful tumors, and also ; has improved, and I am in better health 
bye!” S " ae ce toe with her X L STEAM LAUNDRY prevents them, by removing their cause. | than ever before. — O. Snell, Lowell, Mass, 
He took her in his arms and held her there | ¢ i ’ , : > vear ago [suffered fr Soils and | yas trouble ea long ti itl 
; cana © | father, his manner was so stern and repellant One vear ago [suffered from Boils anc I was troubled, for a long time, with a 
ee eee See aie Gee | now that she could not put the qusehian Whdsh 42 Richmond Street West | Cu bunel eg and i . arly “rns pr, —— een d = my face in ugly 
cease e : | at another time would have come freely to her ’ Was unible to Work, Was entirely *imples and Blotches. By 
known that that embrace was to be their last, | lips; and when the second bell rang, falling GENTS WASHING OUR SPECIALTY Cured B Taki 
he held her so closely and so tenderl In the | ‘ ; ; y aKing 
siedien dae a y " y- te | upon the silence with an almost startling . a iat , pi Soe a ela "1 : 
gathering dusk Stanley could see but dimly | clamor, and Sir Humphrey, turning from the | _Delivery to all parts of the city. i ae = M an "s ate gene“ hag Was cure 1 I con- 
—_. ja eunder J. McDonald, Soley street, | sider this medicine the best blood purifier 





the vague shadow of trouble in his eyes as he oo 
gazed into hers. ROF. DAVIDSON 


‘My own—my own!” he murmured brok- 


| window, advanced and gave her his arm, the 
| hand she laid upon his coat sleeve was trem- 
st on tation. ’ 
enly, as he stooped and pressed his passionate | ae hk ar his sis tecivenedl ansuen toe 
teas al lot the wage ateninag ewer aie | heaxy mousischeas he pu iisown hand over 
ae ds pee es ao on ‘*Stanley,” he said very gently, letting his 
= ——, fi _ disapp2aring rapidly in | eyes rest upon her face with an expression of 
Stake aaa ar ae ee er | great tenderness and compassion, “you will 


him go. His manner had startled her. But Be tytn toatl un- THE PARMELEK ROUFING AND PAVING (0. | 
| 

| 

| 


Charlestown, Miss. jin the world.— Charles H. Smith, North 
Now at 71 Yonge Street | For some time past, until recently, my | Craftsbury, Vt. 

ON blood was in a disordered condition. IT} I had numbers of Carbuneles on my 
was covered from head to foot with small, | neck and back, with swellings in my arme 
and very irritating, blotches. After using | pits, and suffered greatly. Nothing ree 
three bottles of Ayers Sarsaparilla, I am lieved me until I began taking Aver's 
entirely cured. — C, Ogden, Camden, N. J. { Sarsaparilla. This medicine restored me 

I suitered with Boils every spring, for | 0 health. —Selby Carter, Nashville, Tenn. 
By taking a few bottles of Ayer’s Sar- 
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years, until T began taking 


Ayer’s Sar|saparilla 


saparilla. A few bottles of this medicine | I have been cured of a troublesome skin 


**Oh, father, if I could not trust you, whom 


Hugh was no apathetic lover, and she was ac- hesitatingly as her lips. 
GRAVEL RCOFING 


customed to his sudden changes of manner; 
For al! kinds of Flat Roofs. 


under his usually calm exterior lay his real 
PHALT PAVIN 
AS H V G eflected a permanent cure.— E. F. Lund, | disease, caused by impure blood.—Wm. 


nature—earnest, passionate, ardent ; and Stan- 
For Cellar Bottoms, Sidewalks, Breweries, Stables, etc., etc. | 1 : : 
Portsmouth, Va. O. Vanever, Battle Creek, Mich. 


ley herself, single-hearted though she was, had | can we not ?” 
Estimates given for a!l parts of Ontario. ' | 
Sold by all druggists. Price $1; six bottles, $4 


felt happy and grateful to those occasional out- ‘*We must bear it together—you and I,” he 
10 ADELAIDE ST. WEST, TORONTO. | Prepared by Dr. J.C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass. 


, : 
| * What is 
| 

bursts of tender ardor which seemed to stir | replied. ‘I will tell you presently, my daugh- 
| 
| 
| 


could I trust?” she said piteously. 
Whatever it is, we.can bear it together— 


it? 


Hugh Cameron's heart. The mingled reticence | ter, We must have some food first: for we 
and passion which characterised him had | shall need all our strength. Come!” , 
touched her deepiy, and had imparted to her! ag they crossed the hall Stanley noticed 
own love a tenderness which was almost ma | that his step had yrown feeble. as if he had 
ternal in itsnature. [his fair Sunday evening, suddenly become an old man—he who had been 
as she stood looking after him, she felt a sud- | stronger and more stalwart than many men 
den sharp pang, as if something good and pre- thirty years younger than himself— and that | 
cious had gone out of her life—something | he seemed rather to lean upon her, although 
which would never return toit. And yet how | he had given her the support of his arm. The | 
foolish ic was! she thought, turning from the | thought made her strong; and she found cour- 
library window. Hugh was coming in the | age and calmness to talk to him through the | 
morning, and they were tc ride together, long and elaborate dinner for which neither | 
* Lady Sara must have upset me alittle,” she | of them had any appetite, although her heart | 
said to herself, as_she crossed the library. | was faint within her at the sight of the lines | 
How ill she looked to-day!’ so deeply graven on his forehead and about | 
She was thinking of Lady Sara as she mount- | his mouth—lines which forty eight hours since | 
ed the great staircase to go to her father. She! had been scaccely visible. | 
| 
| 
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CURE."HEADACHE 


PRICE 25 CENTS PER BOX, CONTAINING 6 POWDERS 
OR 5 BOXES $1.00—-FOR SALE BY ALL DRUGGISTS. 
IL 








The following cuts of man’s head with demon ( Headache ) saw ing at nerves 
is our trade-mark registered and hereafter will appear on every box powders, 

We are now distributing from houseto house in Toronto 100,000sample pack- 
ages giving one and all an opportunity to test their merits, We can atford this 
only because we know their value demonstrated by the sample will makeaill per- 
sons suffering from Headache of any kind regular purchasers. 


WHY NOT 1} J There is no reason, for Hoffman's Harmless Headache 

® «ss Powders are a simple and effective cure for all head- 
ache, easy to take, give almost instant relief and are Perfectly Harmless, contain- 
ing no Opium, Quinine, Antipyrine, Bromides or Narcotics and therefore do not 
disarrange the stomach, nauseate or cause any after ill effects and are prompt and 
certain in their action. They are not prepared, recommended, or advertised for 
a wide range of disorders, but simply for 


could recall distinctly her appearance and (To be Vontinued.) 
manner, her colorless face, her fever-oright | Pe ae, 
eyes, the soft, sombre folds of her dress, | : : 
the diamond stars gleaming in the shadowy An Unorthodox View of Profanity. 
black lace ; she seemed to feel again the touch | I suppose that the use of strong language, 
of the tremulous, burning fingers, and a smile | more forcible than polite, may be classed among | 
she recalled the poor lady’s | the evils of our social condition, but Ideny that 

Momentary annoyance, | it is the outcome of total depravity. Instead, 

**Even Hugh could not put my father from | it is an escape valve for the annoyances of over- 
his throne,” she thought, as she went down | wrought, overtaxed humanity, and reform in | 
the picture gallery, and, drawing aside a heavy | its direction should strike beyond it at the evils | 
Eastern portiere, knocked at the door which | requiring this escape valve. | 
Jed into the suite of rooms which her father Women, being somewhat nearer the angels | 
onan He was nee resting, for me oon than men, may smooth their ruffled feelings in | Headaches. 
near his footsteps within moving to and fro. some less emphatic manner, but they are foolish | ; tat 

The sound ceased abruptly as she knocked ; | to lift up their hands in holy horror or give lec- | They are an honest medicine for which 
but no answer cametoher, She waited for a | tures gratis on the beauty of self-control when | only honest straightforward statements 
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minute, then knocked again. If she could have 
seen what was passing on the other side of the 
door by which she stood, her summons would 
have been more imperative still. Presently Sir | 
Humphrey's voice from within answered her. 

‘* Who is there?” he asked, in a muffled tone. 

“It is I, father,” she replied gently. ‘* May I | 
come in?” 

There was a momentary hesitation. 

* Will you excuse me until dinner-time, my 
dear?”he said. ‘*Ilam tired with my journey, 
Stanley.” | 

“So tired as that?” queried Stanley. ‘‘ You | 
are not ill, dear?” she added, anxiously. 

“No, I am only tired,” answered the muf- 
fled voice from within. “I am resting now, | 
Stanley; I will see you at dinner,” 

With an anxious sigh the girl turned from 
the door. It was rare indeed that her father 
was too tired to receive her. A chill seemed to 
strike her as she went to her own rooms and 
began to take off her bonnet. 

She was alone in her pretty dressing room ; 
for Benson had gone to the evening service at 
the village church. When she had removed 
her bonnet, she sat down in a low chair by the 
wiadow with a strange sense of sadness and 
anxiety oppressing her. The window faced the 
west, and through a gap in the beech trees she 
could see the crimson and gold and purple of | 
the sunset which yet lingered above the hills; | 
but in a few minutes it faded slowly, leaving a 
line of faintly-tinted clouds above the gray hor- | 
izon, 

It was quiet and peaceful and pleasant in the | 
pretty room ; but Stanley could think of noth- 
ing but her father’s unusual behavior, and | 
her anxiety deepened every moment. It was | 
so strange to send an imperative suimmons for | 





her to return home, and then, when she came, | 
to shut himself into his own apartments and 
refuse her admittance, Something had hap- 
pened—something was wrong. What wasiti | 
She tried to reason herself out of her fears— | 
she tried even to ridicule them—but failed. 


| us will do justice. 


man indulges in forcible language. 
trol is all very well in its place, but it is suicidal 
at times to bottle up one’s exasperation. It 
ought to find vent. Of course, one is shocked 
by low, gross profanity, but we all know there 
are situations to which nothing but that short, 
crisp, telling word in such common use among 
Unprovoked profanity is, 
of course, a weakness, It is a waste of shot and 
powder. 

‘* Blessings on the man who first invented 


| sleep,” writes Sancho Panza, and the other 


man who invented that satisfactory monosy!- 


| lable we have indicated had a sharp eye to the 


needs of future generations. 
There is a sort of home-manufactured pro- 


| fanity used by those who lack the moral (?) 


courage to take hold of the genuine article. I 
always feel a mild contempt for such people. 
They are apt to deal in light weight and scanty 
measurement and other petty meannesses in 
business, They are the mealy-mouthed sort, 
who would damn a neighbors character by 
base insinuation. 

I have seen a man whose indulgence in 
strong language upon provocation waa a sore 
trial to his pious wife, and yet in a neighbor- 
hood of church-members, he, though outside 
the fold, was the model character of the com- 
munity when it came to a question of honor. 

Who ever knew a sea captain who could not 
use language more pacific than elegant upon 
occasion, yet what a noble, big hearted class 


contempt for conventionalities from old ocean, 
and profanity in them has a suggestion of the 
picturesque. 

It is sometimes a disadvantage to cut off 
from this escape-valve. There is something 


| almost pathetic in the story of the deacon, who 


saw his load of apples rolling down hill through 
the agency of a vicious tailboard, just as his 
oxen had slowly dragwed it tothe top. It was 
too much for human endurance. The old 
fashioned expletives trembled on his lips, when 





| they are? They seem to have absorbed a grand | 





Though Hoffman’s Harmless Headache 
Powders have only been before the people 
one year, they have met with marvellous 
success; the chief reason is found in the 
remedy itself. Itis merit that wins, and 
the fact that Hoffman’s Powders actually 
accomplish what is claimed for them, is 
what has caused their large sale in so 
short a period of time. 

They are not a Cathartic, and, as it often 
happens that persons suffering from 
Headache wish to move the bowels, we 
put up Hoffman's Harmless Liver Pills, 
price 25 cents per bottle, which can be 
taken at the same time with the Head- 
ache Powders with the best results. 


© 25 crs. per BOX: 





anx 





PRic 





25 cts. peR BOX 


on my doorsteps I was entirely relieve 


greatest medicine I ever tried: it works promptly an¢ 
I have within the past two days bought two boxes at our druggis 
“Gust J. FepermMan, Book-kee 

68 Merwin Street, Cleveland, O., U. S. A.” 


« Co). 








“T am a creat sufferer from Nervous Headaches and after trying sam 
d like magic from my illness. 


ious totry them. The powders cer- 


tainly do all you claim for them. 


* Jonn CLEVELAND, 
Hampton, Conn., U. 8. A.” 


“Enclosed please find 25 cents ; send 
wwe box Hoffman’s Headache Powders. 
I got a sample on the street and found it 
a sure cure for Headache. 


“ Byron Hvtcuison, 
18 Foot St., Auburn, N. Y. 
yo a” 





ple found 
It is the 
i with astonishing effect. 
t (Strong Cobb 
per for Stone Bros. 


“Have tried your Hoffman’s Powders and found great relief from a Nervous 


Headache. Shall keep them by me. 


“T. Owen, 671 King Street, W. Toronto, Ont.” 








“Having used your Hoffman's Powders they are as recommended. I have been 
troubled a great deal with Headache and your powdersare the only medicine 
that has done me any good. Enclosed find $1.00; send me four boxes as I don’t 


want to be without them, 








“Mrs. A. S. M. Laurin, East Templeton, Que.” 


“Please send me two boxes Hofiman’s Powders ; I find them a perfeet oure. 
“Mrs. Huon Sxaw, Hallville P. O., Ont,” 








Over 15,000 Boxes Used Without a Single Complaint. 
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Marslard & Kennedy 


313 KING ST. WEST 
GROCERS 








FAMILY 





Orders called for at residences if so desired. 


@RAN D TRUN K RAILWAY 
The Old and Popular Rail Route to 


MONTREAL, DETROIT, CHICAGO 


And all Principal Points in 


CANADA AND THE UNITED STATES 


It is positively the only line from Toronto running the 
celebrated Pullman’s Palace Sleeping, Buffet and Parlor 


Oars, electric lighted. Speed, safety, civility. 
For fares, time tables, tickets and reliable information 


apply at the city ticket offices. 
P. J. SLATTER, City Passenger Agent, 
Corner King and Yonge streets and 20 York street, Toronto. 
Telephone Nos. 434 and 435. 


~ WINTER TOURS 


Bermuda, Nassau, Florida, Jamaica, 
Cuba, California, British Colum- 
bia, Colorado, Texas 
A. F. WEBSTER, 58 Yonge St. 


GENERAL TIC KET AGENT. 


WHALEY, ROYCE & C0. 


MUSIC DEALERS 


158 Yonge St , Toronto 


MANUFACTURERS OF THE 


“[MPERIAL ” — CORNETS 


The best in the world, as used by 
MESSRS. CLARKE and BAUGH 
Canada’s greatest cornet soloist and 
endorsed by JULES LEVY. 

Everything in the music line and 
at the right prices. All the lateet 
publications in stock. Publishers o: 
the Canad: an Musician. 











FRANK L. SANAGAN & CO. 
THE NOBBY TAILORS 


241 YONGE STREET 


TORON1O SATURDAY 


FoR CHRISTMAS AND NEW YEAR’S 
PRESENTS 
Micklethwaite’s Fine Crayon Portraits 


Prize Award at Toronto Industrial, 1889 
Gallery cor. King and Jarvis Sts., Toronto 


$20 Crayon and Frame for $10. Satisfactory likeress 


guaranteed. 


J FRASER BRYCE 





PHOTOGRAPHER 


107 King St. West - TORONTO 


UNBEAMS 


ELDRIDGE STANTON, Photographer 
116 Yonge Street and 1 Adelaide Street West 
Photographs of all sizes: 
Sunbeams $1 per doz. 


MEDLAND & JONES 


Agents Scottish Union, Norwich Union, Accident Insurance. 
OMce—Mail Building, Toronto. Telephone 1067 


OHN P. MILL 


SELLS THE 
BEST $5 SILVER WATCH IN THE CITY 
445} Yon ze Street, opp. College Ave., Toronto, 














THE “JEWEL” RESTAURANT 
Jordan Street 
This favorite restaurant of Toronto’s business men has 
recently been enlarged and refitted throughout. 
Reading and smoking rooms. 


HENRY MORGAN = =_—Proprietor 
- M. McCONNELL = 


46 and 48 King Street East. 


Commendador Port Wine in cases and bulk. Family 
trade a specialty. Agent for the celebrated Moet and Chan- 
don ‘White Seal,” George Gourlet and other leading brands 
of aa eek "Over half a million imported cigars always 

rade 


in stock supplied at bottom prices. 
FOR OYSTERS °Vivee rue 
CALL AT 


JAKE’S VIRGINIA RESTAURANT 
DOORS NEVER CLOSED 
Grand Opera House Building. 


Grand Opera Sample Room 


The choicest lines of WINES, LIQUORS AND CIGARS. 
FIRST-CLASS RESTAURANT in connection. 


D. SMALL, Proprietor. 


DON'T TAKE UP YOUR CARPETS 


We have removed to 509} Yonge Street, to more commo- 
dious premises, where we are prepared to fill all orders for 
cleaning carpets without taking them up. We also take 
up and relay carpets where it is necessary. Toronto 
Carpet and Plush Ren. Co. 


Tel, 2060 








NIGHT. 


F. H. SEFTON | E® = FARRINGER 


DENTIST 


172 ¥ Stree’ td A 
onge o > nex or = R. Simpson’s 
OFFICE HOURS—8 A.M. TO 9 P.M 
OMETHING NEW IN DENTISTRY 


Dr. Land’s Porcelain Fillings, Crowns and Sections. 
Also Continuous Gum Sets. ll operations kn:wn to 
modern dentistry practiced. 


CHAS. P. LENNOX 
Yonge Street Arcade - - 
Telephone 1846 


EETH WITH OR 


Room B 





Best teeth on Rubber, $8.00. Vitalized air for painless 
CH. Telephone 1476 


C. H. RIGGS, cor. King and Yonge 


C. V. SNELGROVE 


Dental Surgeon, 97 Carlton St., Toronto 
New Process—Porcelain Fillings and Porcelain Crowns 
a specialty. 
Telephone 3031 


DR. MCLAUGHLIN 
DENTIST 
| Corner College and Yonge Streets 


| Special attention to the preservation of the natural teeth. 





















































HIGH CLASS PORTRAITS: 


Oils, Water Color and Crayon | 


WEST END ARTSTUDIO |} 


3754 Spadina Avenue, Toronto 
Mrs. A. S. Davies, Miss M E. Bryan;3, Artistes | 
Opal and Ivorine Portraits a Specialty 


Instructions given in portraits and decorative art on | 
satin and glass. For specimens, terms, etc., call at | 


above address. 
| 


jJ. W. L. FORSTER, 


PORTRAITS 
Studio - 81 King St. East 





McCAUSLAND & SON'S 
WALL PAPER 


IMPORTATIONS 
ARE UNEXCELLED FOR VAR ETY AND BEAUTY 


OF DESIGN. ALL GRADES AND PAICES 
76 KING STREET, WEST 
TORONTO 


Trunks and Valises. 
SATCHELS and PURSES 


Best Goods. Lowest Prices | 


Cc. C. POMEROY 


49 King Street West 


TORONTO | 








55 CENTS 


The small purchase amounting to 56c.— 
fifty-five cents, for which a numbered re- 
ceipt or voucher is given, may win the 
prize of the watch worth one thousand 
dollars—31000. Americans as well as Cana- | 
dians will please note the fact. This said | 
watch is the finest in America as a mechani- 
cal work of art. Send for circulars, 


RUSSELL’S 








9 Ming Street West, Toronto | 
| BOOTS AND SHOES| 
— — si alee eaten ard From that old reliable house of 
CANDY | . | ! 
By MAIL AND EXPRESS |H. & of BLACH FORD) 


IN 


2 Ib., 4 1b. and 5 Ib. Boxes’ 


FROM 25c. TO 60c. PER LB. 


These are al! hand-made goods and fresh every day. 


| 
HARRY WEBB, 477 Yonge St. | 
TORONTO 


Jas. Cox & SON’! 


83 Yonge Street 


PASTRY COOKS AND CONFECTIONERS | > “THE OLD RELIABLE GOLDEN BOOT 


: 


Luncheon and ice Cream Parlors 


BRITISH AMERICAN DYEING €0. 


Gold Medalist Dyers and Cleaners 


We make a specialty of the finer grades of work, such as 
Bilke, Velvets, Piushes, Damask, Rep or Brocatelle Cur 
tains, Tanie Covers, &. Ladies’ and Gent’s wearing ap- | 
parel cleaned by our new c hemical process, which prevents 
shrinking. 

90 King Street East, 

BRANCHES—516 Queen Street West, 258 and 750 Queen | 
Street East, 467 Pariiament Street, and 632 Yenge Street. 

TELEPHONE, 1990. 
Parcels sent for and delivered to al! parts of the city. 





All tenderness and soreness of the feet since we have been 


| 
| WE INVITE YOU TO INSPECT OUR | 



































OMPLEXIO 














Tt: ers: THE-HANDS-IN: BEAUTIFUL: GONDITION- 





LOST 


buying our 


AMERICAN GOODS A SPECIALTY 





| 
| 
j 
| 
| 


stock of Boots and Shoes for fall wear, consisting of 
328 Yonge st. 


LADIES’ AND GENTLEMEN'S 





| 
} 
} 
} 


Our Leuics’ $3.00 Button Boot, Vongola Kid, is unsur- 


ed. Ladies’ Walking Shoee— Stylish, Cheap, ‘ ood. 
entlemen’s Spc rting Shoes—all kinds 
[WM. WEST & CO., 246 Yonge Street} 


our Fall and Winter importations in Trimmed and Un- 


The Home Savings & Loan Co. 7s & Loan Co.(Limited | RG. 


OFFICE No. 72 CHURCH ST., TORONTO. 
Deposits received, small and large sums. Interest at 
highest current rates allowed. 
Hon. FRANK Swiru, 
President. 


JAMES MASON, 
Manager. 


| MISSES PATON & GOULD 





Fashionable Dressmakers 


Having returned from New York will be pleased to wait 
on ladies. 


Rooms in R. Walker _ & So Son's) 


| 87 and 89 King St East, Toronto | FRENCH MILLINERY ‘EMPORIUM 


63 King St. West (Opp. Mail Office, first floor) 


We will be prepared on and after the 23rd icst. to show 


trimmed Millinery. Customers can be assured of procuring 
the greatest variety in these lines. MRS. A. BLACK, 
| Mgr. (Formerly of No. 1 Roesin House Block). 





i'M ISS PLUMMER 
MODISTE; 


57 GLOUCESTER STREET 


“HE MAGIC SCALE 
Best system of cutting ladies’ and children’s garments. 


|'HALL’S BAZAAR DRESS FORMS 


For draping dresses. Adjustable to any measure. 


|MISS CHUBB, 426 1-2 Yonge St 


CANADIAN SECRET SERVICE 


| Under Government ene Ilead Offices, Temple 
ontreal 


Building, 
Legitimate detective work done at pesataaihie rates and 


| perf. rmed in an honorable manner. Nothing done that in 


any way interferes with the marital relations. 


JOHN A. GROSE, 
Box 1999, Montreal Manager. 


LESSONS IN PHRENOLOGY | 
Examinations, Ora or Written. 
MRS. MENDON, 238 McCaul! Street. 





| -@\——.-AND- SORT-AS WELVET:-——©»- | 


R. G. TROTTER 
Surgeon Dentist 
14 Cariton St. - - Toronto 


Office hours—0 a.m. to 6 p.m., 7 to 10 p.m. 


MUSIC 


We beg to say that we are in a position to supply all the 
Latest and Most Popular Music 


AT FROM 


25 to 50 Per Cent. Less 


than publishers’ regular prices. 


F. W. NYE & CO. 


THE ROSSIN HOUSE NEWS DEPOT 
137 King St. West 


THE ASSOCIATED ARTISTS’ 


SCHOOL OF ART AND DESIGN 
ROOMS M AND N YONGE ST. ARCADE 
Will Re-open September 16 


_ Classes in Antique, Painting, Life, &c. 


BUSINESS EDUCATION 


The Canadian Business University and Shorthand Institute 
will reopen on 


Monday, September 2, 1889 


Write or call for circular. 
every department. 


Nearly Four Hundred Pupils Last Year 


Address— 
Canadian Business University, 
Public Library Buildings, Toronto, Ont. 


THOS. BENGOUGH, CHAS. H. BROOKS, 
President. Sec. and Manager. 


H. SLIGHT, 


FLORIST, 407 YONGE STREET 


The very Finest Roses and Decorative 
Plants. Importer ot Exotic Palms, Aza- 
leas Dutch Bulbs, ete. 
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We guarantee satisfaction tx 


8 


8 
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| Maestro al Piano at the Italian Opera, Paris, 
| Pupils prepared for the concert and lyric stage. 





ghoug 
following rule it spells—it spells— 
give it up? 
p, as you will find from the last letters in hic: 
cough ; ough for o, as in dough; phth stands 
for t,as phthisis ; eigh stands fora, as in neis) 

bor ; 


cam et 
| 


TEACHER OF 
Piano, Violin, Cornet & Orchestral Instruments 


will accept engagements as Cornet Soloist for Concerts and 
Entertainments. Apply to or address 


58 Homewood Avenue 


M. FIELD 
. FROM LEIPZIG AND FRANKFORT 
Piano Virtuoso 


105 Gloucester Street & Toronto ollege of Musie 


Will accept engagements for Concerts, and will also 
Pupils in Piano Theory and Instrumentation, — — 


H. GUEST COLLINS 


Organist and Choirmaster St. Philip's Church, Choirmastey 
St. Matthew's Church, Inst: uctor of Music at Knox 
College, &e, 


Crgan, Piano, Voice and Theory 
21 Carlton Street 


R. E, W. SCHUCH 


Choirmaster Chu ch of the Redeemer, Conductor Univer- 
sity Glee Club, has resumed instruction in 
Voice Culture and Expression in Singing 
At his residence, 
8 Avenue Street (College Avenue). 


HARMONY BY CORRESPONDENCE 


To accommodate those living at a distance 

Mr. THOS. SINGLETON, Port Hope, Ont., 
Will 5 ive lessons in harmony as above ano prepare candi- 
dates for examinations in Muric at Trinity Co'lege and the 
Toronto Conservatory of Music. All Mr. Singlet on’ 8 pupils 
who have taken the Trinity examinations have been guc- 
cessful. Reference—Mr. Arthur E, Fisher, Mus. Bac. and 
A.C.O. (Er g.), Toronto. 


ENRI DE BESSE 


Formerly Professor at New York Conservatories o' 
Music, will receive pupils for 


Violin or Pianoforte 


Paris and Stuttgart Conservatory Method 
129 Bioor Street East 


R. J. W. F. HARRISON 


Organist and Choirmaster of St. Simon’s Churca and Musica 
Director of the Ontario Ladies’ College, Whitby. 


Organ, Piano and Harmony 
7 Gloucester Street 


i. “oan OF THE ROYAL 


A. OGT Conservatoire, Leipzig, 
A.S eras and Choirmaster Jarvis St. Baptis 


Church, Toronto, teacher of 


Piano, Organ and Musical Theory 
at the Toronto College of Music 
Residence 305 Jarvis Street 


IGNOR ED. RUBINI 


Late principal Professor of Singing at the London 
Academy of Music, London, Eng, also for some years 
France. 
For terms 
and particu ars apply to A. & S. NORDHEIMER, King 
Street, or SIGAOR RUBINI, 
105 Gerrard Street, Loronto. 


NTARIO COLLEGE OF MUSIC 
150 Carlton St., opp. the Horticultural Ge rdens 


Toronto 
This is a Private School, patronized by the lt est fam'lies 


in the city. 
CHARLES FARRINGER 
who has had charge of the school for 
The Past Five Years 
is a German, educated in his native country, and has_had 


Thirty Years of Experience 
as a Teacher of Music in the U. S. A. ond Canada. 


Thorough instruction in every branch of music from the 


lowest to the highest grade. For terms, etc., address— 
CHARLES FARRBINGER, 150 Carlton St. 
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| TORONTO COLLEGE | OF music 


Thorough Instruction in All Branches 
F. H. TORRINGTON, Musical Director. — 








4curporated ION » WwW 
186 TORONTO Precideat. 

% OF MUSic : 
OVER 1,000 PUPILS LAST TWO YEARS. 

All branches taught : Instrumental and Vocal 
Music, Oratorio and Church Music, Elocution, 
Langu: ges, etc. SCHOLARSHIPS, CERTIFICATES 
and “DIPLOMAS sranted. FREE ‘Theory and 
Violin Classes. FREE concerts, recitals and lec 


tures. Organ students can practice and have 
lessons on magnific ent new instrument, built 
especially for Conservatory. Pupils may enter 
at any time. Send for new 85-page Calendar. 

Addre 83 EDWARD FISHER, Musics Director, 
Cor. Yonge Street and W Vilton Avenue. 











RCADE, 
Yonce St 
TORONTO. 













The oldest 

and most reli- 

able of its Kind 

in the Dominion. 

: All subjects pertain 

ing to @ business educa 
tion thoroughly tanght by 
able and experienced teachers. 






-- C. O'DEA, Secretary. 





BOARDING AND DAY SCHOOL 


FOR JUNIOR BOYS . 
37 and 139 Simcoe Street, Toronto. Established 1866. 
W. MaaiLi Principal. 

The attention of parents and guardians is res pectfully 


directed to the fact that a comfortable home with home 
training is given to some six or eight pupil | oarders (ur der 


2 years), Applic ation to be made to the Principal. 


THOMAS MOFFATT 





FINE ORDERED BOOTS AND SHOES 


A good fit guaranteed, prices moderate, strictly first-clas® 


196 YONGE STREET, TORONTO 


THIRD DOOR NORTH OF ALBERT HALL. 


—_ 


A Long Way Around, But—— 


He—I suppose it isn’t too much to say that 
ou and I have always led our set, Miss 
abel? 

She—So people appear to think. 

** And it wouldn't do for us to be the last t? 


adopt a new idea, would it?” 


** No, indeed !' 
‘“*Well, have 
eems to be getting & 


ou noticed that everybody 
ng married lately?” 


—_ 


How We Spell, 


Pay great attention! What does this spell: 

phtheightteau? Well, according tothe 
Do you 
It spells potato, viz., gh stand for 


tte stands for t, ay in gazette; and ea 
tands for o, as in beau, Thus you ‘have re 
-a-t-o. Who will give another ?—N. Y. Trul 
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The well-knovn Southern author will read his beautiful 





Thanksgiving Day, Nov. 7) Monday - Tuesday - Wednesday 


HORTICULTURAL PAVILION NOV. 4 NOV. 5 NOV. 6 


a WEDNESDAY MATINEE 


’ 
the Favorite Elecutionist 





Magnificent production ot the greatest of all buriesques, with all the wealth of its Superp 


WSS GN sei iv a cie ri ccunecsssengaceesé Contralto Ca : i ; ; 
st, Dazzling Costum r ‘ 

MR. GRAN ¢ STEWART...........00.0.c0cceeeee Humoriet ’ & Costumes, Gorgeous Scenery and Brilliant Calcium Light Effects 

J, CSHUROMIDD ARLIDGE,. ci siscccsescicscsvene Flautist ’ 

GUISEPPI DINELLI.....0..cccsccescccvevces Accompanist RICE’S BEAU TIFUL 


WVANGELINE 


g. W. SOHUCG......... yous cussievervasternesters 
Band and the Choir of the Church of the 





=— 
Redeemer 
£. W. SCHUCH - : Conductor 
WITH 

Th's will be one of the best entertainments of the season. 
English people who are interested in the work of the St. * 
a eee ce taint Calas 0 tive lh contets he pieces | i GEORGE K. FORTESQUE as Catharine 
on Tasuksgiving night, as there will be no bettor entertain- XX A| ’ 

: : f e * 

ment given in the city. ; mM JAMES S. MAFFIT (the original) as the Lone Fisherman 

P —_ — . — wo = oo, ake b 
mission Ze cents es-rve seats to be a ast . . ° * 
Risch’s Music Store, 32 King Street West. And fifty artists. Direct {rom its phenomenally successful New York engagement, and its 

Two Grand Pianos and a Vocalion from Messrs. Va on only tata ses in Canada this season 


& Risch’e will be used upon this 0 casion. 





Bim St. Methodist Church Choir} RICH AND ELEGANT FURS 


THANKSGIVING CINCERT - ANYEXTENSIVE DISPLAY 
Thursday, November vi ’89 MADE BY 





MES. KE. HUMPHREY-ALLEN, Soprano | or 


MR. GEORGE J. PARKER, Tenor | Boston ee ee 





TERS. Wihs DAVIS Me sevcsccccccccccssncvsssocal Soprano FE > . . ° 
urs are a luxurious > 

My BOO BOOS oss resscisscceciiuscsssiave Contralto a luxurious feature of femi- 

Be, Mc ey UIE sa FS sui odonveccceuvetuvcrsss¥ Tenor nine toilet—a great many furs can be 


ee err rere Baritone worn all the year round, In England 


ladies do not lay aside their furs any 
MRS. H. M. BLIGHT - - - Organist 


time during the year ; their beloved fur 
MR. BLIGHT . ° e « Choirmaster ding ube ee gaatsl prsacrgnictriteess 


oe 
cape they wear over thin dresses even in 





Adm‘ssion 250 ‘Tickets at Nordheimer’s, Suckling’s, July; and though our summers are 


Claxton's aid Whaley, Royce & Co.'s. 


D t 7.1. 06%. hardly such as to encourage such prac- 
o00frs open at ,. one ertats. a 


NORA CLENCH 


NEW ACADEMY OF MUSIC 


es 


GRAND OPENING 


Wednesday, Nov. 6 


NOR\ CLENCH, 


The Young Canadian Violiniste 


MME. FANNIE BLOOMFIELD, 


The American Pianist | 


tices, it is now the thing to bring out 
Capes and Boas with the first fall 
wraps. In discussing furs, big or 
little, from: a collar to a_sealskin 
sacque, it _is natural to think of 
DINEEN'’S STORE, because in his 
great establishment can be found every 
sort of article in fur that civilized man 
or woman canwear, Thegreat feature 
of the establishment is Sealskins— 
Sealskins, that prime favorite of the 


world, whose steadiness of value is only 





surpassed by diamonds themselves. 
Dineen has had an immense stock of 
all kinds of ladies’ garments made 


from genuine Alaska Sealskins, Lon- 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


TGHNRGES NOETY ONORT|GRAND OPERA HOUSE| AMERICAN FAIR 


W. & D. DINEEN 


334 Yonge Street, opposite Gould 


The best Pillow-Sham Holder, 99c. worth $2; some selected Willow Clothes Baskets, 59c., 
84c. and 94c., these are fine goods at closest prices; just from the best factory with all latest 
improvements their three lines of Clothes Wringers, $3 38, $3.98, $4 49, usually sold for $5, $6, 
$7, respectively; Zinc Wash Boards Ratler, 10c., Quick and Easy, the best board made, 17c. 
Wash Boilers, copper bottom, No. 8—$1 24, No. 9—$1.34; Tea Kettles. No. 8 —49c., No. 9— 59¢, : : 
a complete assortment of Tinware of best make—we keep no other; Preserving Kettles, best 
porcelaine lined, 2 quart--36:., 8 quart—73c., 10 quart—86c., 12 quart—98e. In our Ornamental 
and Fancy Goods Department—the best display of Albums you have seen from I5c. up to $4.64 
for one usually sold for $8 to $10: Scrap Albums, in large assortment at most popular prices, 
Ask for one of our price lists, it will help you in buying anywhere. 


WM. H. BENTLEY & CO. 











* (CATERER AND CONFECTIONER 


Qur Lunch Parlor and Restaurant the 
Handsomest and Most Complete 
in Canada 


CATERING A SPECIALTY 


Wedding Breakfasts, Receptions, Dinners, 
Suppers and Theater Parties 


ENTREES, SALADS, ETC. 
Delivered to Any Part of the City 








E.-F.-A. Perfumes are Superior to All Others 


LEADING _ 





don dye, at very moderate prices con- 


MME. MORAN WYMAN, 


The Artistic Contraito 


M&. WHITNEY MOCKRID7E, 3 


‘ 
The Famous Tenor 


sidering the great rise in the value of 
seals, Other furs, such as Bear, Sable, 
Lynw, Beaver, Otter, Fox, etc., are 
made into Boas, Capes, Muffs, etc. 
The establishment is worthy of a visit 
Pl in now Open at Messrs. _ Nordheimer, _ 


THE MUSIUAL EVENE <P THE SEASON, | 


HORTICULTURAL PAVILION 
MONDAY EVFNING, NOV. 4, | 


THE FeM US 


Boston Symphony Orchestral Club 


As:isted by the famous Swedish Prima Donna 


to those looking after furs for the com- 


ing winter. 


W. & D. DINEEN 


HATTERS AND FURRIERS 





Cor. Bing and Yonge Streets | 
Miss AUGUSTA OHRSTROM (| 2S] = 
And Mon-y. Alfred De Seve, 


aauciiertaite ws Wines and Liquors for Medicinal Purposes 








THE PEOPLE'S POPULAR CONCERT tellin erememcneneserereereneeen 
Horticultural Pavilion, We have on hand a full line of aged Whiskies, Wines, etc., foreign | 


TOUSSDAY EVENING NOV. 12, '89 | and domestic, for Medicinal eee 
SECOND OF THE SERIES 


JENNIE HALL WADE, Soprano, 
S loiet, Flymcuth Church, Brooklyn, N. Y BASS’ an 
THOWAS DAVIS@N, Lendon, England, 


Che Mar velous Bird Imitator, Whistier and Ventriloqnui: t. 


Fred. Warrington, Baritone, Toronto Male Quar- 

tette, Chautauqua Orchestra 20 [nstruments "on 
Arthur Dephew, Cunductor and Pianist. F. Warrington, 
Mujical Direetor. Reserved seats, 5c. Aomission 25c. 


ae | | Celebrated Milwaukee Lager 


JESSIE ALEXANDER) wankers 1901 Pune Rvs WHIsky | 


FOR MEDICINAL PURPOSES, THE ONLY LOT IN THE CITY. 


Having added to her already extensive repertoire will have ~ 
the honor of presenting to the public an entirely new 


prosram we of Just arrived IND, COOPE & CO.’S CELEBRATED ENGLISH ALES, in 


small packages (13 or 20 gals.) specially adapted for Private Families. Have 
your orders placed at once as we have only a few left unsold. 
Also from ROYAL HUNGARIAN WINE CELLARS the following brands of wines for 


medicinal purposes, \iz.:—Budai Voras, Seggar.i-Villanyi, Villanyi I., Helyesfai, Somoloi I., 
: Szamordioi, Tokay Asezp. 
Dramatic, Humorous and Tomay 
; 2 Also, largest a-sortment of RHINE WINES in Canada, viz. :—Laubenheimer, Niersteiner, 
Pathetic Rudesheimer, Hochh+imer, Liebfraumilch, Joh+nnisbe ger Moselblumchen, Bacharacher | 
Risling, Sparkling Hock. a d sparkling Moselle all of which wili be sold at wholesale prices, | 














AT 

; A full line of PARSON’S AERATED WATERS. 
ASSOCIATION HALL Goods delivered to all parts of the city promptly. 
ON ae 


Monday Evening, November 4 F. P. BRAZILL & CO. 
GEO W. CABLE Telephone 678. 165 KING STREET EAST, TORONTO 


SPECIALTY—CASES OF 12 BOTTI ES, ASSORTED D Lars o AT f WEOLESALE PRICES | 








and touching story, 


GRANDE POINTE |MONSTER CONCERT 


- ACADEMY Y OF MUSIC _ | Composed and published by Prof. J. F. Davis 
Monday Eve, November I MONDAY, NOVEMBER 11 











| Spring Lilae 


| Wood Violet 


White Rose Winona Bouquet 


White Heliott ope 
Jockey Club 


Stephanotes 
Lily of the Valley 
| Ess, Bouquet 





” 





‘JOHN TAYLOR & CO. - - - TORONTO 


951 YONGE ST. ‘MISS BURNETT 


Oppvorite Holy Trinity 
Church, Yonge St. 





117 Yonge Street 
Miss Stevens. 


FASHIONABLE 
MILLINER 


now prepared o show | NEW PATTERN BONNETS AND HATS 


her paterns A new and 
heautiful stock of 


Millinery, Feathers! Mounts, Birds, French Feathers 


HAS JUST RECEIVED FROM EUROPE 


and Fancy Goods Flowers, Ribbons, Veilings 
at most moderate prices. | 
Wearers of good Millinery, &c. 


etc., should pay an early 
visit. 


_£aF Note the address, (INSP EC STION INVITED INVITRD 





“"x""| JOHN J. TONKIN 
MILLINERY | THE 


sc" FASHIONABLE TAILOR & HATTER 





ee OF TORONTO 
Dressmaking | — 
Perfection in Fa- » "Ihe Finest Goods at 











i tae BY shion, Fit and Fin- 
ish guaranteed. 
HORTICULTURAL PAVILION LEVY Sie cena Lowest Prices 
ot Academy on me 91 Witton avenue, foronto early to insure 
5 ' , COMPA} Extablinhed 32 tear.) rompt attent —— 
Commencing at 8 O'clock. la abi : . — Le Bronco (Dance and Wusic),......... 6.6.66. e eens 84>. —_ ee 
A 9 MME. STELLA LEVY, soprano; MME. ROSA LINDE, Jersey (« great favorite) 850, 
dmission o ° e 6c | contralto; WM. J LAVIN, tenor; E. M. SHONERT, La Zieka (Dance and Music) (Gan be played 7 _— a A ; 
; ‘ played for oO 
planles; sacieten Sy | Ripple. Rye, Yorke, Mazurka, Redowa, &.). 35. r & Cc RTER 155 Yonge Street, corner Richmond 
Reserved Seats ° * 60c HEINTZMAN'S BAND—Director, Mr. Thos. Baugh } Pit-a-Pat Schottiache (new). (Perfectly charming ; Manufacturers and Teachers of the 
mecidicenGl. (th . : gens rite as the very best, suitable for the Military, &.). 400. TORONTO 
‘ ox ticke ereived seats 75c. and Sic. dmission Frolique (in 5-4 time). . 35e. 2D + 
Plan opens at NorJheimer’s, Monday, Nov. | 250 Tickets at Nordheimer's, Whaley, Royce & Co.’s., and | Kirmess asi Mennta Wace ‘and Waliz Combined | NBW TAILOR SYSTEM OF DRESS CUTTING 
4, atl0 aw. | Heintzman &Co.’s Pian at Academy, Nov. 8. (dan ve explained).............. : 750. (Late Prof, Moody's) Telephene 1726 


ag es st i ee ee 
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About Roofing. 


Next to the foundations, perhaps the most 
important item about a building is the roof. If 
the roof is imperfect in character, or imper- 
fectly put on, it is the cause of mucb serious 
damage to the building, and a perpetual annoy- 
ance to the tenant. Centuries ago, in the old 
country, buildings were erected slowly, the ma- 
terials used were those known to be the very 
best to endure the test of time and weather. 
It is a common sight in all the old cities of Eu- 
rope to see buildings now in constant use with 
walls and roof intact, just as they were built 
hundreds of years ago. 

But in these days of hurry and rush, when 
buildings are projected, completed and occu- 
pied in a few weeks, strength, permanence and 
solidity have to give way to speed, and the 
question of actual value of the materials used 
is made to give way to the question of how 
cheaply they may be purchased. 

Competition is a healthy thing in all lines of 
trade, but when competition among builders 
becomes fierce, and the prices obtained are low, 
the inevitable result is that the contractor has 
to cheapen the quality of his work, buy the 
lowesc priced materials, and rush the job 
through with the least possible amount of la- 
bor, to make a small margin of profit or tosave 
himself from actual loss. 

In no line of work is this more apparent than 
in the matter of roofing. The cheapest man 
getsthe work. Incompetent men embark in 
the business, and the result in Toronto is that | 
a vast number of occupants are complaining 
that a perfect roof is almost impossible to get. | 
Especially is this the case in the matter of felt 
and gravel roofing. When the best materials 
are used, and the workmen are skilled, it is the 
best known for buildings having a flat roof, but 
otherwise, like everything else, it becomes un 
satisfactory. A few months agothe Parmelee | 
Roofing and Paving Company began business | 
here, and it soon became apparent that the | 
work done by this company was of a totally dif- 
ferent character from anything heretofore seen 
in this city. Roofing put on by them is un- 
hesitatingly pronounced the most perfect that 
has ever been laid in the city; also a consid- 
erable number of roofs which had been about 
given up as worthless while yet almost new | 
have been madeabsolutely watertight in a few 
hours by the skilled men employed by this 
company. Amongsuch roofs may be mentioned 
thase of D. W. Alexander & Co., Front and | 
Church streets, and A. O. Andrews & Co,, 151 
Yonge street. 

A good sample of this roofing is to be seen on 
the new addition tothe Arlington Hotel, cor- | 
ner of King and John streets. This hotel has 
recently been remodelled and luxuriously re- 
fitted, no expense having been spared in any- 
thing. It is therefore a strong recommenda 


| 





tion for the Parmelee Company that they were | 


selected to do the rooting. 

Mr. James Austin, President of the Dominion 
Bank, and of the Consumers’ Gas Co., for whom 
the Parmelee Company have recently executed 
a contract at his residence on the Davenport 


road, speaks of it as the finest work of the kind 


he had ever seen. 


The Company’s office is at No. 10 Adelaide | 
ene ere WOOD —Hard and Soft. All kinds constantly on hand. Pine Wood tor Brickmakers 


HENRY C. FORTIER, Issuer of Marriage 
Licenses. 
At office—16 Victoria Street, 9 a.m. to 6 p.m. 
At residence—57 Murray Street, evenings. TORONTO. 
GAMUEL J. REEVES, Issuer of Mar- 
riage Licenses 601 Queen Street West, between Port- 
land and Bathurst Streets. Open from § a.m. to 10 p.m. 
Residence 118 Palmerston A. enue. 


EO. EAKIN, Issuer of Marriage Licenses | 


Ceurt House, Adelaide Street 
__ and 138 Carlton Street 


The Cradle, the Altar and the Tomb | 


Births. 


FOSTER—At Thessalon, Ont., on October 14, Mrs. W. C. | 


Foster—a « aughter 


DEEKS—At Toronto, on October 19, Mrs. C. A. Deeks—a | 


son 


Blackley —» daughter, stillborn 


ROUGH—At Toronto, on October 29, Mrs. W. S. Rough— 


a daughter 


FERGUSON—At Cookstown, on October 25, Mrs. O. R. | 


Ferguson—a daughter 


STR ATHY—At Barrie, on October 24, Mrs. J. A. Strathy 


a daughter 


AMBER Y—At Toronto, on October 28, Mrs. C. Clayton 


Ambery—a 


BURWASH—At Aroprior, on October 23, Mrs. Arthur | 


Burwash—a daughter 


DAVISON—At Toronto, on October 28, Mrs. J. Davison— | 


a dai ght 


er 
MEWRBURN—At Hamilton, on October 27, Mrs. Sydney | 


C. Mewburn—a son 


Marriages. 


LINTON—At 5s Alexander street, on Wednes- | 
ber 30, hy Re David C. Clappison, Peter McGill 
to ta Charlotte Elizabeth, youngest daughter of | 


28 Linton, Esq , of Pickering, Ont 
riNGS—HATCH— At Toronto, on October 23, Dr. C 
o All e Hatch. 
McGUIRE— At Toronto, on October 29, P. J 
ito Ann McGuire 
JEFFERS—BURT— At Toronto, on October 24, John J. 
Jeffers to daria Louise Burt 
McMINN—TAYLOUOR—At Palgrave, on October 25, W. A 
McM of Tottenham to M. J Taylor 
McCLELLAND—ORR—At Toronto, on October 28, T. H 
McClelland of Buffaio, to Mary Ocr 
GRAHAM—WUoUOLLEY—At Toronto, on October 1s, John 
5S. Graham to Lu Woolley 
STANTON—JENNINGS—At Toronto, on October 24, 
harl+s Stanton tu Mary A. Jenn ngs 
FaAlR—OG'ILVIE At Montreal, on October 24, Jas. 
Playfair to S. Charlcet:e Ogilvie 
OY D—ALEXANDER— At Santa Barbara, Cal., on Octo- 
ver tlé, Alden Maroh Boyd Marwvaret FE. Alexander 
IRE AND IRELAND at Glen Tay, on October 23 
Wm K Ireland to Sarah Smith Ireland 
RAWE—TILLEY At Burketon, Ont., George Rawe to 
Lizzie Tille 
McINTO H—RUSSELL—At Toronto, on October 24, Jae 
P. Mcl: tosh to Jane* Smilie Russell. 


Deaths. 
LAW—At Toronto, on October , William Law, aged 
irs. 

MORRIS—At Toronto, on October 28, Hon. Alexander 
Morris ().C., aged years 

MINI At Bowmanville, on October , John Milne, 
aged ( ears 

YOUNG At Toronto, on October 20, Archibald Young, 
uy +¢ ; ears 

GRAY At Toronto, on October 29, Maria Gray 
MACKENZII \t Toronto, on Uctober 25, Mrs. J. P 
Mackenzie 

ROss—At Newcastle-on-Tyne, England, on October 
Capt. John Ros of Lindsay, Ont, 

SMITH At Toront yn October 24, N. C. Smith, aged 
ears 

( st At Montreal, on October 5, Andrew Hamm Cosby 

NNER—At Toronto, on October 25, Mrs. J. W. Fenner, 

aged 60 years, 

AKTHUR— At Chapleau, Ont., on O tober 19, infant son 
of R. H Arthur, M.D., aged 2 weeks 
LAVERY At Milton, on October 28, Rev. James Lavery, 
ed 26 \ears ¥ 
McINTOSH—At New York, on October 24, John M 
McIntosh, aged 45 years. 

FELTT— At Buffalo, on October 23, Sophia Feltt, aged 67 
years 

McINTOSH—At Uxbridge, on October 21, Samuel Mx 
Intosh, aged 72 years 

CHA®FEY—At Mildura, Australia, on October 6, Mra 
W.B Chaffey 

MACDONALD— At Toronto, on October 26, James Grant 
Macdonald, aged 5S years 

TURNER—At Torouto, on October 27, James Turner, 
aged ears | 
ae DOR At Eglington, on Cctoffer 27, Mrs. Elizabeth 
ryvaon 
pee KLEY—At Toronto, on October 28, Mre. Wm 
Sackle 


MRS. MILLER 


(LATE OF 100 YONGE ST.) 


Modiste, Dress & Mantle Maker 


HAS REMOVED TO 


ay 


315 SPADINA AVENUE | 


BLACKLEY—At Toronto, on October 28, Mrs. Wm. 


| THE GREAT ONE-PRICE CLOTHING HOUSE 


‘The Wanzer Cooker. HEAD _ 


/ 
i ds He 
led wh 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT, 


SEWING MACHINES 


LADIES: ; 
Do you prefer a Machine with an Oscillating 
Shuttle ? 
Or one with a Vibrating Shuttle ? 
Or an Automatic with a Single Thread ? 


We make them all. 


The Singer Manu vetoing Company, New York) 


AGENCIES EVERYWHERE 


Central Office for Canada : No. 66 King Street “West,” Toronto 


FURNITURE <= 


HIS is where the Business Men of Toronto, their 


FINE AND MEDIUM 
Wives and Daughters are taking their mid-day 


Inspect my well-assorted stock before purchasing elsewhere. 
lunches and afternoon refreshments with comfort and 


PRICES LOW. ONLY ONE PRICE | lrcres.an< 
UPHOLSTERING TO ORDER 


Having a first-class staff ot men | am enabled to give full satisfaction 


66 and 68 Yonge Street 


Near corner of King Stree 





‘at very reasonable prices. 


Come and see my new importations. SHOWING A PLEASURE. 


486 Yonge Street i" Ht PIRP ER Opposite Carlton St, 


COAL AND WOOD 


WHOLESALE AND RETAIL 
COAL—Egg and Grate, $5.25 ; Stove and Chestnut, $5.50; Best Soft Coal, $5.50 





Jerseys, Shawls, Dressing Gowns 


| constantly on hand. SEASONABLE IMPORTATION OF COMFORT- 


| KEIRAN & McADAM ABLE KNITTED WOOLLENS---LADIES’ SKIRTS in all 
OFFICES AND YARDS—737 to 741 Queen Street West, 215 to 219 Manning Avenue| COlors from $1. HEAVY FLEECE-LINED JERSEYS 
Telephone 1324 and 1297 in black and in colors. KNITTED SHAWLS AND 
CLOUDS---An immense variety. Ladies’ Dressing 
Gowns---In Flannel and Felt-cloth, all colors; plain 

and fancy. 


Ladies’ Embroidered and Lace Trimmed Underwear 


In Sets or Separate Garments---one of the most com- 
plete assortments you ever saw. Nurses’ Caps and 
Aprons, Blouse Waists and a large stock of CHIL- 
DREN’S KNITTED DRESSES. 


Millinery Parlor R. WALKER & SONS 
IMPORTER OF PACIFI ec KING STREET EAST 
French, English RAILWAY 


‘iitiaaaalica Cc ALLAWAY a 0 3 
\ No. 3 Rossin Block | EX CURSIO NS ! 0) N 


King Street West pe 


aan Ww tm | British Columbia | 
A Tremendous Stock, ' Wastes Territory | 2 [AN 





Oregon and California 
| November 5 and 19 and December 8, | 





17 and 31 
FALL AND WINTER CLOTHING | costae rict somaton sn toy tenor = IN TONE 
| | aa IN TOUCH 
a 


= Pee < R. CALLAWAY 
_— SWEETNESS 
ew a eae N DURABILITY 


TORONTO TEMPLE er MUSIC. 


J.S.POWLEY & CO. 
<68 KING ST. WEST. 


Our stock of Fall and Winter Clothing is now | 


very complete. Men's Suits and Overcoats in | 
every known pattern and style. Young Men's | 
and Boys’ Suits and Overcoats are simply grand. | 
We have this season gone to no end of trouble 
in order to show a stock of fine ready-made 
clothing that in every way would be equal in 
every respect to the fina custom work, and at 


the same time sell it at just one-third less price. | Cc U R 
{ 


O A K H -~ L _. Sick Headache and relieve all the troubles inci 


dent to a bilious state of the sy stem, such as 
} Dizziness, Nausea, Drowsiness, Distress after 
eating, Pain in the Side, &c. While their most 
remarkable success has been shown in curing 


115 to 121 King St. E., Toronto | 
WILLIAM RUTHERFORD - Manager. | Ss I C K 
, Headache, yet Carter's Lirrie Liver Piiis 
are equally valuable in Constipation, curing 
and preventing this annoying complaint, while 
they also correct all disorders of the stomach, 
' stimulate the liver and regulate the bowels. 


Even if they only cured 


-HEINTZMAN & CO. 


MANUFAOTURERS OF 


PIANOFORTES 


GRAND, SQUARE AND UPRIGHT. 





who suffer from this distressing complaint: Th an 
but fortunately their goodness does not end © oldest ad most 


Is a complete revelation to cooks. With only one Wanzer } 1th } li 
Se ; 1ere, and those who once try them will find Pian Manu- 
Lamp 9 Ibs. of beef is beautifully roasted and basted, while these little pills valuable in ae . waye thas ee in nae no 
6 O- 


vegetables are being boiled and pudding or fish cooked at | they will not be willing to do without them. 
But after all sick head minion. 


Our written gnaran 
tee for five years ac- 
companies each Piano 


the same time 
A 3-course dinner is all put on at the same time, left | 
| absolutely alone, and all taken off at the same time, and al 
better cooked than over a range. No odor of food in the 


is the tans of so many lives that here is where 
we make our great boast. Our pills c F 
wo inake our great boas pills cure it Their thirty-six years 
Caran 8 Lirr.e Liver Pitts are very small record the best guar- 
- and very easy to take. One or two pills make 
a dose. They are strictly venshelle and do antes of the excellence 
of their instrumente, 


R. M. WA NZER & CoO. not gripe or purge, but by their gentle action 
pense all who use them. In vials at 25 cents; 


MAN ve for $1. Sold everywhere, or sent by mail. 
ANUFACTURERS CARTER MEDICINE C0., New York, 


Smal) Fil, Small Dose, Small Price 


room. Cost of fuel per meal only one-half cent. 
Send for catalogue. 


Mlustrated Catalogue 
free on application 


Warerooms, 117 King Street W., Toronto. 


Hamilton Ont. 





